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0 Expreſſions of Grati- 


N. 
SIDE! 
' N Ds * 
LE 


8 tude in my Power, can 
be equal to the late In- 
ſtances of Friendſhip with which 
you have honoured me. And 
only requeſt of you, with that 
Deference which becomes me, 

ä that 


i Ihe Deldication. 
that as I acquainted you with | 
| the Contents of theſe Volumes | 
while they were in the Preſs, | 
you will now permit me to 
convey them into your elegant | 
Library. 0 


I cannot fit down, to inveigle 

the Public inthe Style of the laſt | 
Century, that they would vouchſafe | 
to caſt a favourable Eye upon the 
Il following Pages, and by the benign 
t Jnfluence of their Humanity afford 
them a candid Peruſal. I ſhould} 
rather like Manly in the Plain- 
Dealer, tell them bluntly, that they 
dere obliged to the Hand that made 
them the Preſent. 


But becauſe I would not on 
the other Side of the Queſtion, 


bas 


| The Dedication. iii 
be thought to act the Part of 


JW Morſe, give me Leave, without 
Ja Pun, in the mildeſt Manner 1. 
am able, to exhibit to You the 
| Particulars of my Bill of L. 
ding. 


le Imprimis, Theſe Papers do my 
ſt WW take their Denomination. from 
fe the Writings of a late perverted: 
be Px RR, (tho J one Da „ to 
1 poſſeſs 9 PiEcE of his Grace s. 
d which you have promiſed me) 
d WW but from an invaluable Manu- | 
WF {cript, which I taw ſome Fears 
ago in Lord WRARTON s Li- 
1e brary at W: nchendon, and which 4 
I purchaſed t other Day in A. 

BY bemarle Street, when the Dukes 
nl Books were fold by Auction by 
„an Upholſterer, who. neither 
E = Th knew y 


\ 


WW .. French, that it was written be- 
fore the Revolution, and that it 


iv The Dedication. 
knew what he poſeſed, nor 
the Worth of what he old. 


Secondly, Sir, | muſt inform 
you, that the Manuſcript 1s in| 


WHARTON. - 


— 


it is wholly Addreſſed to Lady 


2 © 


The Gentteman who has 
made it ſpeak elegant Engliſb, 
is Mr. Morgan, to whom the 
Public are greatly obliged for 
reſcuing from the Moors of 
Aſrica, that very curicus Ma- 
n iſcript, which he has tranſla- 
ted under the Title of Mano- 
NE TI SM Diſplayed. 


9 3 — 8 8 Mr 2 — 


Lou 


The Dedication. v_ 
or | 
You are likewiſe, Sir, in- 
treated to take Notice, that 
all the Paſſages you find braced | 


in by double Commas are Po- 
e- Mctry in the Original. 
7 ; 
y = But French Rhime, as my 
| Lord Halifax uſed to ſay, be- 
ing ſo like a Wheel-Barrow 
rumbling over a new Pavement, 
vas humbly of Opinion, that 
b rather than introduce ſo diſa- 


greeable a Sound to harmont- 
ous Ears, eſpecially ſuch nice 
Organs as your own, they had 
much better be naturalized in 
eaſy Proſe. 


Every 


The Dedication. 


Every other Piece in theſe J 
Volumes I muſt ſubmit to pub- 
lick Cenſure, but yours only ſhall 
I eſteem. And. as for _ 1 
Gentry ſtiled Populum YVulgus, I. 
frankly. conclude in my Lord 
Roc heſiers Words, with ſome 
{mal}: VI. 5 


Tee n0 dies on their idle | 
Score, 


But ſay with a fair Female p. 
Heretoſore, 


I, plkaſe 


7 


The Dedicatiun. vii 
I Pleaſe one Man of Wit, am 


proud on't too, 


Lit all the Coxcombs give their 
Vote for you. 


1 am, Sir, 
Your moſ? Faithful, 
muſt obedient, - aud 


moſt obliged 


humble Servant, 


E. CuxLL. 


Paſt publiſhed, Dedicated to the Biſhop M 
e OxrFroRD. — 


SHOP PARKE R's Legendary Hi- | 
ſtory of His own: Time. Faithfully tran- | 
« ſlated from the Latin Original. With proper | 
Remarks tftoughout, and the whole collated 
by Biſhop Barnet, Bevil Fliggons, and other 
Hiſtorians who have wrote of that Period, By | 
EpMuUnD CURLL, late Bookſeller. 
N. B. Mr. Newlin's Verſion of this Hiſtory, is 
for the General'ty, jejune, puerile, low, and 
bald: The Errors in Chronology are very 
groſs: Many are the Omiſſions and Interpolati- 
ons throughout the whole Work, by which 
the Senſe of the Author is perverted, and the 
Reader greatly impoſed on. Certainly the Vi. 
car of Beeding could not be the ſole Tranllator, 
but muſt have had ſome bungling. Coadjator ! 
If ſo, it would have been prudent in him to 
have examined the whole, rather than have gi- 
ven the World ſuch a motiy Piece. It is a 
mean Performance; and, if done by one Hand, 
the Operator muſt acknowledge either his Ig- 
norance, Supineneſs, or Neglect —utrum horum, 
&c. For to particularize the Incoherencies, 
Deficiencies, Tautologies, Miſtakes and Blun- 
ders which occur almoſt in every Page, would 
be to tranſcribe the whole Book. Therefore, 
as Dr. Bentley ſaid upon a certain Occaſion 
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# 4: 3 . 
Bridge LIN E. 
DIVE NHAPPY State of All Things 
. C4 here below, 
a. > For Moments Joys o'erſprend wich 
— Years of Woe. 
Short is the Time that Lie is to endure, 
*or that ſhort Time, uncertain, unſecure. 
The gayeſt, beſt compacted Piece of Earth, 
fair Deluſion, and an ill ſtarr'd Birth. 
Propitious Winds with the bewitching Gales 
3low on the Poop, and fill the Canvas Sails: 
The kindly Sun ingenders high Deſi ites, 
oung Hopes, brisk Joys, ambitious raging Fires. 
or long the glooiny Ruin lags: behind, 
ow'ring the Sky, . n the 
Wind. 25 
\nd ſplit on Rocks, or by the Surges rol, 
he pompous Vi row to the Sight is loſt. 


Bu r grant our Day of Life ſhould Sh no 
Ni ght, 

But ev'ry Hour be mark'd with Streaks 4 White; 

Vor. III. 2 6 9 What 


0 


. 
- F- 4 1 
. a. * 


eee | 
To bribez prudent Man's Conſent to live? | 
Not ſo our Father's Life, a Gyant Span, 

Thro® the long Courfe of rhonfant i mers ran. | 
An Eaſtern Sage to make the Thefis clear, 

An Eaftern Sage dots the ſame Thing aver. 
i. Plain is my Song, but wond'rous Truth afford: 8 
ot And d Truth i is ever beſt i in plaineft Words. 


Þ» > 


TrR o' a deep Vale an headlong Torrent] 
roars, 


Winding its Courſe, and eats its 00zy Shores, 
A thouſand Eddies curl its antient Head, | 
By many Tributary Fountains fed. — 
The Vale far ſtretch'd a dreary Haſte appears, 
Where Miſery reſides, and baleful Cares, 
Wk And bounds the Tides of ever rowling Years. 
171 On either End oppoſe the ſpreading Sight 
Impetvious Clouds, and ever during Night. 
The Midale void, betwixt each Cloud diſplays 
The Calculations of accompliſh'd Days, 
And long ſucceſſive Dates, that yet unknown, 
Shall wing the haſty Hours as they come on. 
Till Father Saturn with Creating cloy'd, 
His own unhappy Iſſue has deſtroy'd. 
High midſt the Flood, and founded on the Sands, 
The Bridge of Life an antient Fabrick ſtands; 
Now ruinous, yet do its Ruins well 
The wondrous Skill of the Contriver tell. 
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2 The Bridge F Lirx. 3 
_— df old, Tradition ſays, the S:ru&are ſtood 
WR ca7'd on a thouſand: Arches in the Flood, 
= ong by th? inſinuating Current worn, 
eat on by Rains, and by rude Tempelis torn. 
in fed by copious Streams the Deluge grew, 
\nd Stocks and gath'ring Rubbiſwith it drew, | 
nd in its rapid Courſe the Fabrick over- 
threw. 
et Part ſurviv'd the Stream's deſtruQive lre, 
In hundred Arches, ſeventy left entire. 
Above the Bridge unequal Sky is ſeen, 
Cloudy and clear, tempeſtuous and ſerene. 
Here ſwift InfeQion ſtrikes, here killing Airs 
Freeze the young Blood, and nouriſh goat 
Cares, 
Low in the Floor inſiduous Ruin lies, 
Pit-falls, and Doors conceal'd from human Eyes. 
The Wretch unwary truſts the treach'rous Way, 
Plum'd with big Hopes, and ſparkling in the Day. 
Purſues the wanton Chace of vain Delight, 
Treads in the Gin, and plunges into Night. 
Eaſy to fall, but up again to elimb 
He ſtrives in vain, ſunk in the Flood of Time. 
At either End the TI'raps are thickeſt ſtrow'd, 
Above them fleeps ſupine a gloomy Cloud. : 
Crowds of all Ages thro' the Paſſage throng, 
The full grown Man, the Feeble, Old and Young. 
Each keeps his Path, led on by diff' rent Views, 
Forms Shadows to himſelf, aud form'd, purſues, 
One to prolong the Way, and ſooth his Care, 
Gapes at at.a 9 of. Bubbles in the Air; 
8 But 


4 The Bridge of Lee. 

But in the midſt, and fix'd upon the Sport, 

A Trap-doorfalls, and cuts his Travels ſhort. 

In this (a common Error) all agree | | 

Their Journey's final End to dread and flee. Wi 

I he hoary Dotard, whom his icy Veins - + lf 
* 


Pinch with new Achet and till continu'dPains, 
Vet under Darkneſs, Penury, and Chains 
Puts forth his Feet, not ſtrong enough to go, 
Beyond all Senſe of Joy, yet hugs his Woe; | 
And ſhuns the:Door that would at once convey | 
To laſting Bliſs, and never ending Day. o. 


Mix'p in the Crowd miſhapen Monſters rove, 
Here open Hate, there well diſſembled Love. 
Arm'd againſt Life, commiſſion'd to deſtroy, 
Horrid to Sight, and all the Arts employ. h 
Here catching Plague, there meagre Famine 
. 

And bloody War with an its Train appears, 
Of Fury, Ill-Deſign, and winged Fears. 
From theſe no State nor Sex Exemption * 


All fall alike, the Coward and the Brave, 
Nor Wealth, nor Pow'r, nor Piety can ſave. 
Flocks of ill omen'd Fowls the Fancies fright, 
Crows, Harpies, Vultures, andthe Bird of Nighs. 
And numerous other Forms of Paſſions hide, 
Revenge, Ambition, Avarice and Pride. 
Love too, that Fiend! an Angel once, his Darts 
_— and ſheds his Poiſon on their Hearts; 


And 


The Bridge of LIF. 5 
And bound in filken Chains, his Pris'ners drives 
an borrid Rapes, on Halters, Swords, and 
Knives. 

SS vn Infancy, that Cherub's not ſecure, 
iſ But ſuffers moſt, leaſt able to endure. 


Moſt apt for Wrongs, when moſt unapt for Arms, 
oc harmleſs is, yet moſt expos d to Harms. 
ere ſmiling Innocence departed lies, 

Here the young Hope of a whole City dies. 
y apily had better Stars the Influence ſhed, 
or ſhone auſpicious on thy Infant Head; 

hou mightſt have liv'd to bleſs thy Parent's 
Pray'rs, 
\nd recompence their long paternal Cares. 
ain now the Pray's, in vain with weeping Eyes 
hey bid thee live, ſtern Deſtiny denies. 


B 3 p RO. 
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6 Prologue to. the Adelphi. 


CO We TR AO RE ENTRE 
PROLOGUE polen 
at Mr. Sheridan's School. 


Enter Scholar riding on an Aſs. 


> MH w Ac 


THE Scenes are new, and every Thing com- 
pact. | 1 
And all our Younkers ready juſt to ac. 
But why this Racket? Why this hurly burly? 
Some laugh, ſome ſneer, and ſome look very 
ſurly. : 
You're mighty Judges in your own Conceit, 
Am I the only Aſs that rides in State? 
Our Play's th' Adelphi, —l'm to be a Brother, 
And my Supporter Aſs to be another— 


But, Gentlemen, forbear ; for as it paſſes, 1 
| The greater Part among us are but Aſſes. W. 
Ix you came hither to imbibe Inſtruction, Th. 


And to receive ſome wonderful Production; 
I xpect half Wit from th' Officers of Schools; 
Aſſes produce no Prodigies, but Mules. 

| Don't 


aA 4 


ry 


n't 


P rologue to the Adelphi. 7 


Don't think that I intend to be uncivil, 


I ſhall not ride like Beggars to the Devil. 


oo oft, alas! am I acconter'd thus, 

And forc'd to mount the ſtanding Pegaſut. 

Our Maſter ſtill, which you will think a Wonder, 
Exalts the dull, and keeps the witty under. 

But ah ! the Tyrant then without Remorſe 

The Rider laſhes, who ſhould laſh the Horſe; 
And in Promotion takes away Command ; 
For ſtill the under has the upper Hand. 


Bur hold—how's this !—who's that that yon- 
der ſcuffles 


| With Beaver, powder'd Wig, and n 


Rufflesꝰ 


l value not his Pageantry a Louth | 


Sir Fopling, know, this is no Coffee: Houſe : . 

Since you're ſo prudent as to come to School, 

You muſt obſerve the Scholaſtic Rule; 

Our Maſter hates a ſelf-conceited Elf, 

And bears no Noiſe, but what he makes him- | 
ſelf. | 


Hz writes but I ſhall not reveal the Myſt'ry, 
We muſt beware of Scandalum Magiſtri. 
He that tells Tales is worſe than He that witches, 
That Man may come to School without his 
Breeches. 

Who'd purchaſe vain A pplauſe with real Sorrow? 
Your Bays ro Night, would turn to Birch to 

Morrow. 
A LE T- 

ou ; 


8 An Epiſtle from It. James's, | 


ET I EO dS : q 
SLES BEL AFG ITS 4 wa RB UE 


CILIA ee 1 ; 


ALETTER from 'belf 
Quid Nuncs at St] 
James's Coffee - hs F 
London, to their Bre- 
thren at Lucas's Coffee-l 
Houſe, in Dublin. 


— — 


Quid ride vo bis, vi Roy omni uo 
non ſcribam, Th. 
Dii me Deægue perdant, . / Jens ſeio, 


To the Preſident, ee. = 
QI R, having notbing elſe to do | 


We ſend theſe empty Lines to yon; B 

To you theſe empty Lines we ſend We 
For Want of News, my worthy Friend: ro 
In Hopes e'er long ſome Spirit kind ut 


Will either raiſe a Storm of Wind, 


An Epiſtle from St. James's. 9 
n Earthquake cauſe, or in the Air 

WE mbattled Troops will make appear: 

r produce ſomewhere ſomething new, 
Nauſe Stories whether falſe or true 

o fly about; for without News 

ur Ears and Tongues are of no Uſe; 
And when there's nothing to be ſaid 

is better ſure that we were dead, 

ood L——d ! what ſilent Times are theſe! 
\ 11's Peace at Home! Abroad all Peace 
Dur State ſechre ! C——ch out of Danger! 
WD ——2: it! 'twould make one burſt with An- 
ger! 

ot ſo, when glorious A reign'd; 

ew Things each Packet then contain'd. 
Then Marlbro', thundring from a far, 
prouz'd us by the Din of War; 

\nd Oxford (laying aſide his G——e) 

ouz'd us much more by making Peace, 
Then D' Aumont drove a right French Trade, 
und run his Goods in Maſquerade : 

The Pulpits then were fill'd with Thunder, 
ach Day at Court produc'd ſome Wonder. 
The Fleet laid up, Army disbanded, 

\nd the Pretender all — but landed. 


BuT now the 8 a Thing like this, 

We eat, we drink, we ſleep, we kils. 

row fat as Cooks, grow rich as Jews, 

ut what's all this, Sir, without News? 
| r No 


At leaſt two hundred thouſand Menn 
| Ha! be*l1 tO Per ſia back agen 


10 An Epiſtle from St. James's. F 
No News, Sir, let's ſee, none has been | 
Theſe twelve long Months—— no Monſter 
ſeen —— s 
No bloody Murthers Battles none | i 
Hardly 4 Fire in the Tow ———— IF 
No Frolick Nay, Men ceaſe to ſport on 
His poor and merry Grace of Wharton. 
Diſmal indeed! In fine, my Friend, 
I fear the World's juſt at at Edu 


Fear! no! I hope — if this be true E 
We then ſhall meet with ſomething new. a 

| Do 

Bur d—n that filly Aſs the Turi. e 
Well—Alberozi will make Work — 1 


Nor ſhall we long, I'm ſure complain, 
Philip will ſend us News from Spain: 
God bleſs us! ſhould the French King dye! 
The Czar tool think you he'll lie by ! P 


Or elſe he'll fight ſome European; e. 
Or ſend his Fleet t' invade th' Mgeas. 

Come come this Summer | foreſee; 
Of new Things will ProduQive be: | W 
And to preſerve you from the Hips, 
Next May we ſhall have an Eclipſe. 


But this, thank God, this great Event | W 


King Sea and's ee can 1 prevent. A 


Bes1nes, canſider mail. my Feiend; 
What Things Star-gazers hence portend. 1 
at 


| An Epiſtle from St. James's. 11 
oha tWars ! What Famines! Great Men dead 
ter Women of Monlters brought to Bed! 
Vell hang it, Maſter, never fear; 

Ibis will be a News-coining Vea 

ay's not far off No! not one Spark! 
Ah! we ſhall all be then in the dark! 

WA nd yet (altho' as dark as Night) 

WW bat Day ſhall bring ſtrange Things to light. 


Bur pray, Sir, how goes on your Scheming? 
Knows Kythmicus aught worth your Naming ? 
WD ocs keen Fabricius, skilful Brother! 
ee ſtill as far as any dther 
nto the Milſtone, which before you, 

rinds hourly ſome pretty Story 
nto a thouſand Parts ſo ſmall, 
\t length they're hardly ſeen at all. 
Does Maſticator ſage and wiſe 
Still worn out Stuff a-zew deviſe? 
And find % inimitable Grace 
Of all that's ſaid by Bonniface? 
Does ſoft Yrirginins ſtill beguile 
His Hours by that moſt ſilent Smile 
With which h' aſſeuts to all that's ſaid ? 
Is old Inany alive or dead? 
Is Venter Ditto? Dull and merry ? 
Whom have ye voted Deus of Derry? 
Are ye all i' th' Dark? Or can ye loox 
Into each Secret of the Duke? 
Tell why Things thus long are deferr'd, 
And name the Men to be preferr'd? 


Tell 


[ 


12 An Epiſtle from St. James's. 


Tell theſe, my Friend, and what's to follow, 


And you ſhall be my great Apollo, 
When on dry Ground ſhall People tread 
From oazh's high, Hill to Holy- Head? 
Wide as the Thames ſhall Liffy flow, 
Amidſt the Bogs fhall Spices grow. 

Say, can a better Vice Roy grace 

The Duke of Graftox's arduous Place? 


| Than him, who“ Faction more iſe, 
And will be factious e'et he wiſe? 


Will they to mean ſomewhat be taught? 


Will Qzid Nzncs &er prove good for ought? 


When will Miß Euſtace ceaſe to charm, 
And crafty Clodixs. mean no Harm? 
But jaſt arriv'd one Holland Mail, 
And ſo in Haſte we ſign and ſeal. 


YouR's, &c. 


Prologue to PHxzpRA, c. 13 


eee 


PROLOGUE w 4 
Greek Play, intended to 


be ſpoken by a "y of fix 
Tears old. 


Written by Mr. "PE 


' BB 


ND E R the Notion of a Play you ws | 
We're fairly coax'd to act a Tragedy, 

ord! How can any Man of Reaſon ſay 

hat ſo much Labour can be call'd a Play? 

Should any one be ſo abſurd a Fool, 

d be the firſt ſhould kick him out of School. 

"or I am ſure it colt us aching Hearts, 

And aching Heads before we got our Parts. 

ot all the Learning of the Year behind 

aid half ſo great a Load upon our Mind. 


14 be 
* 


My Mother told mein theſeWords laſtNight, 
Dear Tommy, Child, Books will deſtroy you 
quite. 


IE vor. III. = That 


4 x4 Prologue to Puxzpr\A, Ec. 


That you ſhould read at all I'm very loath, "2 
My Life, my Dear, I fear they'll ſpoil your q 

.Growth. : 
And ſhe ſays right; They'coſt meſo much Pains Y 
I wiſh ten thouſand Times I had no Brains; ⁵ 
Or had no Breech to whip why then I'd play, | 
But not in Greek—I'd find a better n. 2 


Now, Gentlemen, 'tis worth your while 10 0 
look, 3 
You ſee this Gig I have, you ſee this Book ; | 
The Gig can ſpin, and hop, and frisk, and colt, 1 
The Book's a lazy, ſluggiſh, heavy Dole. 5 0 
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SEE how much Life is in this bouncing Ball. 
Now ſmoak the Book, it cannot bounce at all. 


Tn1s Top I carry to play Mug and Gloſs, 
This Bone I have to play at Pitch and Toſs. 
But this is neither fit for G or Mag, 
A lifeleſs Drone, it is a perfect Slug. 
I ſwear the very Sight on't makes me ſick; 
Im ſure it is a curſed Bone to pick. 


Nxxr Figure I preſent you is my Kite, 
What Poet ever had ſo fine a Flight? 
See how he Skims, and ſoars along the Sky ! 
Come, Friend Euripides, let's ſee you fly. 
Down, down he comes, in vain aloft he ſprings, 
A perſe lifeleſs Bat with Leathern Wings. 
I 3h 

Brhorp 


Prologue to PHxpRA, Sc. 15 


BEenoLD my Bag of Marbles, here's a Trea- 
et | 
ere's is a World of Joy, a World of Pleaſure ! 
ow, what is this Book good for ? Come, let's 
; ſee Zn 
b yes! 'tis good to put beneath my Knee. 
Vile thus I play regardleſs of all Care, 
A nd wiſely act within my proper Sphere. 
0 ' cou'd I thus in Happineſs and Eaſe 
ass the Remainder of my well ſpent Days 
ecure from Birch, regardleſs of its Pain, 
W's never, never read a Book again. 
Rather than ever play a Play in Greek, 
rant us, ye Fates, to play at Hide and Sees. 


1855 
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aA 


PROLOGUE t 'tel 
SAME, ſpoken by the 
Boy of fix Years old. 


Written by Dean SW Ir. 


— 


? 
7 
1 
T3 


ye: E "i of Athens, grant me one Requeſ}, 
And Þ II requite ye with a plealing Teſt, 
Protect me from my Maſter's cruel] Rod, 
ide me, Oh! hide me from the Tyrant's Nod. 
He penn'd a Prologue, which to me was ſhown 
# TI 1ik'd it not, and told him, *twould not down.] 
*# - He ſaid it Humour had, and Wit enough, 
| But to my thinking it was ſcurvy Stuff. 
Howe'er, he made me get it all by Heart, 
And thus inſtructed me to play my Part. | 


TA OP PI YOMHD wt HD 


« DEAR To ommy, Child, repeat the whole with 
Care, 
& Here you mult raiſe yourVoice ; but link it there. 


ec Then 


To the SAME. 17 
© Then in due Order take your Play-things up, 
Now whip your Gig, now ſpin your Caſtle» 
Top. 
© Then take in Hand your Fg, and your 
Kite | | 
Throw Virgil on the Ground, ſet that to > 
'N | F light, ; 5 
„ Then ſpeak theſe Lines, I'm ſure they 'I. ) 
Y give Delight. | 
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= Trvs he deſired me to ſpeak and 20, 
= Believe me, Sirs, what I relate is Fact. 

And now he waits expeQing I ſhou'd ſay 
That trifling Prologue to this ſerious Play. 
But I muſt beg in that to be excus'd, 

= 1 would not have this Audience ſo abus'd. 
Such Entertainment is not fit for Men, 
Till they have reach'd their childiſh Age agen. 
Not like that reverend Sage, in whom appears 
New Force. of Reaſon in advanced Years. 
Oh ! cou'd I celebrate with equal Parts 
| That Patron of Religion and of Arts. | 
The Stay of Right, the Church's chief Suppor 
His Country's Champion, and her laſt Reſort. 


Bur I forbear ; and now I muſt provide 
For my own Safety, for I fear I've try'd 


tt. 
Gn — 


* The Biſhop of Dublin, ads was there. 
G3 My 


18 Another Prologue, &c. 
My Maſter's Patience, and his Anger mov'd, 


Jn ſpeaking what he ne'er would have approv'd. 


I know my Danger, but I can't repent, 
For being ſteady to a good Intent. 


Trvs firmly did Hippolytus purſue 
The ſlipp'ry Paths of Virtue, tho' he knew 
His Ruin thence would certainly enſue. 
Since our Conditions are ſo near the ſame, 
They both alike your kind Compaſſion claim: 
Grant your ProteQion then, ye Sons of Wit, 
To poor Hippolyzar, and poor Tom Tite. 
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An Imitation CHE v- 
: CHACE. 


= 


— 


By the Duke of WHARTON. 


fs 
G O D proſper long our noble King, | 
And likewiſe Eden-Hall; | 


A doleful Drinking-Bout I ſing, 
There lately did befal. 


II 0 


To chace the Spleen with Cup and Can 
Duke Philip took his Way; 
Babes yet unborn ſhall never ſee 


I E Such Drinking as that Day. 


III. The 


20 The Drinking Match. 


III. 


The ſtout and ever thirſty Duke Bc: 
A Vow to God did make, Y 
His Pleaſure within Cumberland 


Three live-long Nights to take. 
IV. 


Sir Muſgrave too of Martindale, 
A true and worthy Knight, 


Eftſoons with him a Bargain made F 

In Drinking to delight. T 
V. 

The Bumper ſwiftly paſs'd about, _ W 

Six in a Hand went round, 2: | 

And with their Calling for more Wine, = A 


They made the Hall reſound. 
VI. 


Now when theſe merry Tydings reach's 
The Earl of Harold's Ears, | 

Am I, quoth he, with a great Oath 
So lighted by = Peers? 


VII. Sad- 


The Drinking Match. 21 


VII. 


WS :ddle my Horſe, bring me my Boots, 
= 1! with them be right quick.; 

\nd, Maſter Sheriff, come you too, 
We'll fit them for this T rick. 


VIII 


Lo! yonder doth Earl Harold come 

Did one at Table ſay; 

'Tis well, reply'd the mettled Duke, 
How will he get away? 


IX. 


When thus the Earl began, great Duke, 
I'll know how this did chance, 


Without inviting me ſure this, 
You did not learn in France. 


X. 


One of us two under the Board 
For this Afﬀront ſhall lye; 

I know thee well, a Duke thou 9775 

So ſome Vears hence may J. 


XI. And 


1 Drinking Match. 
. 


And truſt me, Wharton, Pity it were, 
So much good Wine to ſpill, 
As theſe Companions all may drink 
E'er they have had their Fill. 


XII. 


Let Thou and I in Bumpers full 
This great Affair decide, 

Accurſt be he, Duke Hbartos ſaid, 
By whom it is deny'd. 


 * 


To Andrews and to Hotham Fair 
Many a Pint went round, 
And many a gallant Gentleman, 
Lay ſpewing on the Ground. 


XIV. 


When at the laſt the Duke eſpy'd 

He had the Earl ſecure, 

And ply'd him with a full Pint Glaſs, 
Which laid bim on the Floor. 


XV. Who 


The Drinking Match. 23 
XV. 


Who never ſpoke more Words than theſe, 
= After he downward ſunk ; 

y worthy Friends, revenge my Fall, 
Duke Hharton ſees me drunk. 


XVI. 


Then with a Groan Duke Philip held 
The fick Man by the joint, 

And ſaid, Earl Harold, ſtead of thee 
Would I had drank that Pint. 


XVII. 


D Chriſt! my very Heart does bleed, 
And does within me ſink, 

or ſurely a more ſober Earl 

Did never ſwallow Drink. 


XVIII. 


With that, the Sheriff in a Rage, 

To ſee the Earl ſo ſmit, 

ow'd to revenge the dead-drunk Peer 
Upon renown'd Sir Kit. 


XIX. Then 
ho 


War F 


= The Drinking Match. 


XIX. 


Then ſtept a gallant Squire forth, 4 D] 
Of Viſage thin and pale, 
Lloyd was his Name, and of Gangball, 


Faſt by the River Swale, 
| 


XX. 


| © Who ſaid, he would not have it told 
Where Eden River ran, 
| That unconcern'd he ſhould fit by, 


So, Sheriff, 'm your Man. 


a? & : 4-2 


XX1-- 


Full luſtily and long they ſwill'd, 
Many a tedious Hour ; 

Till likea Veſſel over-fill'd, 
It run upon the Floor. 


XXII. 


Then News was brought into the Room 


Where the Duke lay in Bed, | ut \ 
How that his *Squire ſuddenly, 8 
Upon the Ground was laid. 


XXIII. On! V 
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XXIII. 
5 Dn! heavy News, Duke Philip ſaid, 


Cumberland witneſs be; 
have not any Toper more, 
Of ſuch Account as he. 


XXIV. 


ike Tydings to Earl Harold came, 
Within as ſhort a Space, 

ow that his doughty Sheriff too 
Was tumbled from his Place. 


XXV. 


ow God be with him, ſaid the Earl, 
Since *(will no better be; 

truſt I have within my Town, 

As drunken Knights as he. 


XXVI. 


Df all the Number that was there, 
Sir Baynes he ſcorn'd to yield; 
put with a Bumper in his Hand, 
He ſtagger'd o'er the Field. 


11 MY Vor. 111, D XXVII. Thus 
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XXVII. 


Thus did the dire Engagement end, 
And each Man of the Slain, 
Was quickly carry'd off to Bed, 
His Senſes to regain, 


XXVIII. 


God ſave the King, the Church, and State, 
And bleſs the Land with Peace; 

And grant henceforth that Drunkenneſs 

wirt Noblemen may ceaſe, 


XXIX. 


And alſo bleſs our Royal Prince, 

The Kingdom's other Hope; 
And grant us Grace for to defie 
The Devil and the Pope. 


4 RI D. II 


A RIDDLE 2 


EAN eee 


By the Reverend Doctor 
DzLANx. 


IN Youth exalted high in Air, 

Or bathing in the Waters fair, 
Nature to form me took Delight, 
And clad my Body all in white. 
My Perſon tall, and flender Waiſt, 
On either Side with Fringes grac'd. 
Till Me that Tyrant Man eſpy'd, 
And drag'd me from my Mother's Side, 
No wonder now | look ſo thin, 
The Tyrant ſtripp'd me to my Skin. 
My Skin he flay'd, my Hair he crop'd, 
At Head and Foot my Body lopp'd. 
And then with Heart more hard than Stone, 
He pick'd my Marrow from the Bone. 
To vex me more, he took a freak 
To flit my Tongue, and made me ſpeak. 
But that which wonderful appears, 


| ſpeak to Eyes, and not to Ears. 
air D 2 To 


28 A RIDDLE 
To Me he chiefly gives in Truſt 

To pleaſe his Malice or his Luſt. 
From Me no Secret he can hide, 

I ſee his Malice and his Pride. 

And my Delight is to expoſe 

His Follies to his greateſt Foes. 
All Languages I can command, 

Yet not one Word J underſtand. 
Without my Aid the beſt Divine 

In Learning would not know a Line. 
The Lawyer muſt forget his Pleading, . 
The Scholar would not ſhow his Reading. 
Nay, Man, my Maſter, is my Slave, 

I give Command to kill or fave; 

And grant ten thouſand Pounds a Year, 
And make a Beggar ſtrut a Peer. 
But while I thus my Life relate, 

I only haſten on my Fate. 

My Tongue is black, my Mouth is furr'd, 
I hardly now can force a Word. 

I dye unpity'd and forgot, 
And on ſome FO” left to rot. 


| The Solus 4 P E N. 


An EPITAPH us 


DaAAAEAA AAA 
IE / A 


Defe ned for a Lady of 
Quality, as Jon as ſhe 


dies. 


| | E R E lies a fine Nymphof ſtrong Paſſions 
and Parts, 

reat Senſe, no — well vers'd in ſome 

Arts, 

ho? ugly, yet airy ; very gay, tho? not young; 

Unconfin'd was her Wit, as n her 

Tongue ; | 

alk'd much. of Religion, tho' in Fact ſhe had 

1 none, 

gat to Sceptic and Papiſt was equally prone. 

n Spite to her Sire ſhe inclin'd to one Party, 

nd for meer ContradiQion ſeem'd honeſt and 

ö hearty. 

ler Relations ſhe hated, her Acquaintance ſhe 
| teiz'd, 


ad with nought bove a Moment ſhe ever 
was pleas'd ; | 
ou, S de 


go An EPIFTAP HK: 
She had very few Friends, but Flatterers many, 


And for Foes, her dear lelt was the greatall 
of any. 


Thus ſhe liv'd an odd Liſe, without Thought, 
without Care, 


And, railing at all, * 'd at laſt in 1 Deſpair. 


W EEE 


O.N 


GALLSTOWN-HoOUsE. 


— — t ĩs 


By Mr. Del Axv. 


& 8 IS ſo old, and ſo ugly, and yet ſo con- 
venient, 
You're ſometimes in Pleaſure, tho? often ix 
Pain int; 
*Tis fo large you may lodge a Friend or two 
with Eaſe in't, 
You may turn and ſtretch at your Length if you 
pleaſe in't. 
Tis 


Gallſiown-Houſe. 3r 
Tis ſo little, the Family live in a Preſs in't, 
nd poor Lady BETTY has ſcarce Room to 
dreſs in't. 
Tris ſo cold in the Winter you can't bear to lye in't. 
nd ſo hot in the Summer you're ready to fry in't. 
Tis ſo brittle twould ſcarce bear the Weight of 
a Tun, 
Vet ſo ſtaunch that it keeps out a great deal of Sun. 
W lis ſo crazy the Weather with Eaſe beats quite 
thro" it, 
\nd you're forc'd ey 7 Vear in ſome Part to 
renew it. 
Fris ſo ugly, ſouſeful, ſo big, and ſo little, 
[is ſo ſtaunch and ſo crazy, ſo ſtrong and ſo 
brittle, 
Tis at one Time ſo hot, and another ſo cold, 
t is Part of the New, and Part of the Old, 
t is juſt half a Blefling, and juſt half a Curſe, 
I wiſh then, dear GEORGE, it were better or 
worſe. h 


1 |  FHE 
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T H E 
BR AZ EN AGE Bani ſped 


Surget gens eAurea mundo, 
Caſia fave Lucina, tuus jam regna 
Apollo. Virg. Pollic | | 


IBERNIA hard beſet with gloom 
Cares, | 

Through all her Provizces confeſt her Fears. 

In deep Diſtreſs to Heav'n ſhe turns her Eyes, 

But Heav'n, alas! regardleſs of her Cries, 

Shews Signs of Wrath. Ah! how could ſief 


ſuppoſe, 


Such partial Mercy ſhould relieve her Woes ? 


Sins leſs than hers undid the World of Old, 

And to a Brazes turn'd an Age of Gold. 

« Fromthe like Fate can ſhe expect Redreſs! 

Long did that Thought each n Sigh ſup- 
preſs. 


At 


The Brazen Age baniſhed. 


Ar length a Gleam of Comfort chears her 
| Mind, 
She hears of Old in Pity to Mankind, 
pollo, quitting the bright Heav'n of Gods, 
ouchſaf*d to viſit theſe diſtreſs'd Abodes. 
heir Monarch's Progreſs the glad Muſes throng, 
nd pay their Tribute in Immortal Song. 
ature long harraſs'd and oppreſs'd withPain, 
Feels Life recruited in each bounding Vein; 
Freſh as in Youth her Bleſſings ſhe beſtows, . 
And a new Bloom the God's great Preſence 
_ Mſhows: 
WI he God's great d ev ry Joy imparts, 
And animates anew the drooping Aris: 
Science neglected now no longer pines, 
ut high in Honours as in Merit ſhines. 
Not empty Honours, ſuch as Wreaths beſtow'ds 
But 2 as teſtity'd the Patron God. 


FROM this great Inſtance of cœleſtial Love, 
Again Hibernia ſupplicates her Fove : 
With awful Sweetneſs the dread Sov'raigu hearss 
And wills his CART'RET to relieve her Fears. 


O! who, Hibernia more divinely Great, 
To fave thee trembling on the Brink of Fate? 
if to redeem thee ſhou'd exceed his Pow'r, 
Thou well bethink'ſt thee of thy lateſt Hour ; 
But the dark Bodings of thy Anguiſh wave, 
duch God-like Virtues mult have Pow'r to ſave, 


Expect 


TM 048. * 
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Expect whate'er in Honour thou can'ſt ask, 
Thy CAR T'RET's equal to the glorious Task. 


CART'RET adorn'd with every courtly Art, 
The pureſt Manners, and the nobleſt Heart. 


' How great his Looks! how graceful is his Mien 


High without Pride, and awfully ſerene! 
Such ſhines his Perſon ! but what Art ſo rare, 
To paint the Virtues that inhabit there? 
Truth, Mercy, Juſtice, SanQity of Mind, 
The Hero temper'd, and the Man refin'd. 


Now, now Hibernia, give thy Plainings o'er, 
And ſhout thy Tr anſports from thy fartheſt Shore, 
Behold him come, thy Sorrows to aſlwage, 
The great APoLLo of the preſent Age! 
In high Exultance of their Monarch's Reign, 
The raviſh'd Poets crowd into his Train. 
Where'er he ſhines th' attendant Nine reſort, 
All is Paruaſſus where he deigns his Court. 


I Peace returning cou'd command thy Lyre, 


And with the Rapture of ſuch Lays inſpire 


Thy tuneful Soul; too filent TICKELL tell 
Why hangs negle&ed thy melodious Shell? 
Now when thou ſeeſt ſuch gen'ral Joys around, 
And Peace with Plenty in glad Triumph crown'd. 


Cov'D the new Glories of our Weſtern Clime, 
Engagethee Pnilis in the Liſts of Rhyme, 


Then 


The Brazen Age baniſhed. 

hen ſhou'd thy Muſe her fuller Strength = 
forth, 

nd our's exceed thy Landſcape of the North. 

en HERE ſhou'd'(t thou firſt the poor Hibernia 
ſhow, 

n ſad ExpeQance of impending Woe. 

er mournful Sons low drooping in their Fears, 

er wretched- Matrons all diflolv'd in Tears, 

er Honours faded in thy Verſe ſhou'd pine, 

nd 6gh and murmur in each plaintive Line. 


CHANGING the Strain,next ſhou d'ſ thou great- - 
ly hail 

he welcome GUARDIAN of the Publick Weal. 

is God- like Virtues and our Joys rehearſe, 

nd crown the mutual Glories with thy Verſe. 

Jow ſhou'd bold Tranſports animate thy Lays! 

low (well thy Numbers to the Height of Praiſe! 

hy lovely Muſe ſhou'd as thy Subject ſmile, 
nd fill the gen'ral C Horus of our //e. 


No-BoDY 
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No-BOD T furnd Sou k- 
BODY: Or, The fair 
. of M. D. Eq; 


FROM a beggarly OE ſpring, from Dung: 
hill and Dirt, 
Without Brogues, or Breeches, or Bendal-Cloti 
Shirt; 
With Hunger, and Vermin, and * of Con- 
tempt, 

And no Views beyond either Starving or Hemp. 5 
« Behold I am come to ſhow you the Pride, 

« Wherewith Beggars always exalted do ride. 
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ITELL you the Truth Pray mind it, good D 

People, : = 
Or may ! be hanged as high as a Steeple. 

In this ſquallid State, I own it, dear Honey, — 

Without Birth or Breeding, Friends, Manners, 

or Money, 


Yer V 
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Was I (I remember) a Rapparee Spawn, 
s wild as a Wolt upon“ Knockelegan. 


Yer Fortune it ſeems was reſolv'd to be kind 
And heap on me Riches; ſure Token ſhe's bling. 
[ith Hrnger and Ver min, in ſuch woeful light, 
Twixt Hope and Deſpair | e'en took my FIA. 
\nd ſtroll'd it along without much Expences, 
ill Entry I made into Dablinienſis. 
he Employment for which J was fitteſt and 
able, 

as Driving of Pigs, or To help in a Stable. 
zut if ſuch Preferment ſhould happen to fail, 
might learn for to draw the Dew'/ by rhe Tail, 

Bat little I thought that the T ime drew (© near, 
My Wants to ſupply, and Giipel all my Fear. 
\ Lapy ! (God reſt her Soul I may fay) _ 


ng- 


oth 


Day. 


My Rags ſhe ſtripp'd off, and my Vermin all k ill'd. 
Gave me ſpick and ipan Livery, with fine Shogl- 
der- Knot, 

or to valk vid her Shair at a handſome Dog-Trot. 
Dear Agra, by my Shoul, I did think my ſelf then, 
Sho brave and ſho fine as the Knight of the Clin. 


TO ——— 


——_— 


* 1 


18, 
[ 


VoL. III. . Bas 


* A [Hill in the County of Kerry, 


ET 


But tor her I had been a Black-Guard to this 


ith good Beef and Pudding my Belly ſhe fill'd, 


s 
ö 
| 
1 
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But ſhore growing vanton vid good Drinks and 
Diet, 

T vas damnable ſhancy= 


[ vill not deny it. 


Bur to ſhorten my Story as much i Can, 
'Twas what murder'd Millions that made ne | 
a Man; 


Ev _ I mean, there” s no more to be if 
aid 


For I courted and married a choice Chamber g 
Maid. 


A Maid! Did I ſay? It's no Mateer for that 
She was ſure of a Friend in good C——P = 
And He for her Sake, and the Good of the Nation, 
In the 1 Office did give me a Station. 

About five and forty Pounds Sterling a Year, Fr. 
Which I made two thouſand, Ill make it appear, I b 
Now if any ſhould ask how the Plague that if - 


could be, 
Let him ſearch King's-Bench- Office, and * Tit 
let him ſee B ut 
Judgments enter'd for above fifty thouſand by Hac 
me. I hai 
This is Matter of F act; but the How, and JYhich But 
Way, 


Let the Widows, and Orphans, and Penſioners ſay. WMS) r 
M—D—anr Ejq; is now much in Vogue, 

For all Men believe him a Thief and a Rogue. L 
But what do | care, ſince the Coin I have got, Hey 
Their Railing and Scolding I value it not. — 


I Buirt 
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I BuiLT a Small Lodge, a very great Wonder, 

Which coſt be of Sterling one thouſand fix 
hundred. | 

Such a pitiful Thing for my own. Commodation, 

Forſooth muſt offend my Lord and the Nation. 

And ev'ry poor Raſcal, and beggarly Rogue 

be Cries O Mr. D, you muſt now diſembogue. 

= You have pillag'd, and plunder'd, and cheated 

| the Nation, 

hope you'll be GS to your Primitive Station. 


Bo r to ſhew you how little their Malice 
value, 

From the higheſt of all to the mechanic Fellow. 

I bid them Defiance—a F—t for them all; 

If I pleaſe Vil build Caſtles like * 2 
great Hall. | 

'Tis true that I robb'd all the Kingdom at ohh 

But who can bring in his PARTICULAR CHARGE # 

Had I ſtolen a Goat, a Sheep, or a Cow, 

I had hang'd like my Fore-fatherslong before now. 

But now Iam ſafe, and have Wealth in great 

Plenty, 
By robbing at leaſt ten thouſand times twenty. 


ich 


LET the Law if it can on the Clay hold, 
He got more of the Booty than I three times told 


35 
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They may make his Fat drop bythe Parliament Fire 


But the Devil a Suu they'll get from the 
— 


KK Ed d- 


A new Song on Woop' 


Half-pence. 


By Dean SWIFT. 


Y E People of Ireland both Country and City, 
Come liſten. with Patience, and hear out 

my Ditty, 
At this June I' chuſe to be wider tes witty. 
Which no Body can deny. 


The Half-pence are n the Nation's ut 
doing, 
There's an End of your Plovghing, and Baking, 
and Brewing, 
In ſhort you mult all go to Rack and to Ruin, 
Which, &e. 


Both 


ire 


 Woop's Halfepence. 


Both high Men and low Men, and thick Men 
and tall Men, 
And rich Men and poor Men, and free Men and; 
_  thrall Men, 
Will fuffer, and this Man, and that Man, and 
all Men. 


. hich, &c. 


The Soldier is ruin'd, poor Man, by his Pay, 
His five Pence will prove but a Farthing a Day,, 


For Meat, or for Drink, or he muſt run away. 
i dieb, &e. 


When he pulls out his two Pence, the Tapſter 
ſays not, 
That ten times as much he muſt pay for his Shot, 


And thus the poor Soldier he muſt go to Pot. 


Which, &c. 


If he goes to the Baker, the Baker will huff, 
And twenty Pence have for a two Penny Loaf, 
Then, Dog, * and Raſcal, and ſo kick 


and cuft, X 
Whi Cc hb, &c. 


Again, to the Market whenever he goes, 
The Butcher and Soldier muſt be mortal Foes, 
One cuts off an Ear, and the other a Noſe. 

- oe, &c. 


E 3 


Ther 


W 


42  Woop's Halfpence. 


The gur cher is ſtout, and he values no Swagger, WF: 

A Cleavei's a Match any Time for a Dagger, 

And a blue Sleeve may give ſuch a Cuff as may 
ſtagger. | 


1 
Which, &c. 


The Peggars themſelves will be broke in a trice, W 
When thus their poor Farthings are ſunk in their i 
Price, : 
When nothing is left they muſt live on their Lice, 
Which, &c. 


The *Squire who's got bim twelve thouſand ! 


Year, 
O Lord! what a Mountain his Rents would Lik 
appear, 
Shou'd he take em, he would not have 11005 


Room I fear. | 
Which, Kc. But 


Tho! at preſent he lives in a very large Houſe, Tha 
There would not be Room in it left for a Mouſe, For 
But the Squire s too wiſe, he won't take a Souſe 


| Which, &c. 

| Nov 
| The Farmer who comes with his Rent i in thü lm 
| Caſh, He 0 


For taking theſe Counters, and being ſo raſh, 
Will be kick'd out of Doors, both himſelf and 


his Traſh. 
5 Which, &c. 
g Fot 


Woopy's Half-pence. — 


For in all the Leaſes that ever we hold, 

e mult pay our Rent in good Silver and Gold, 
And not in braſs Tokens of ſuch a baſe Mould. 
Which, &c. 


he wiſeſt of Lawyers all ſwear they will war- 
: rant | 

3 No Money but Silver and Gold can be current, 
WA nd ſince they will ſwear it, we all may be 
ſure on't. 
55 24 ich, Ke. 


\nd I think after all it ould be very „ 
To give current Money for baſe in Exchange, 
Like a fine Lady ſwapping ber Moles for the 
Mange. | 
Which, &c. 


But read the King's Patent, and there you will 
find, 

That no Man need take 'em but who has a Mind, 

For which we mult ſay his Majeſty's kind. 

Which, &c. 


IN ow God bleſs the Draper who open'd our Eyes, 
Pm ſure by his Book that the Writer is wiſe, 
ne ſhews us the Cheat from the End to the Riſe, 
Which, &c. 


_ Nay, 
Fol 


4.4, Woop's Half pence. 


Nay, farther he ſhews it a very hard Caſe, 
That this Fellow Mood's of a very Bad Race, 
Should of all the fine Gentry of Ireland tak 


Place 
| Which, &o. 


7 


That he and 115 Half · pence mould come to weigh 
| | 
Our Subjects ſo loyal and true to the Crown, 
But I hope after all that they will be his own, 
Which, &c. 


This Book Ido tell you is writ for your Good 

And a very good Book againſt Mr. Hood's, 

If you ſtand true together, he's left in the Suds. 
Which, &c. 


Te Shop- Men and Trades. Men and F. armers 80 
read it. 

For I think in my Soul at this time that you 
need it, 

Or I Gad if you don't there's an End of you 

Credit. 


Which no | Body can den) 


15 PHIL Irs's Poems. 45 


E W 


o Maſs CHARLOTTE 
PULTENEY in her 


M other” s Arms. 


By AMBROSE e Eſq, 


— 


I ME LY Bloſſom, Infant fair, 
Fondling of a happy Fair. 
Every Morn, and every Night, 
heir ſollicitous Delight. 
Sleeping, Waking, {till at Eaſe, 
Pleaſing, without Skill to pleaſe, 
Little Goflip, blythe and hale, 
Tattl'ing many a broken Tale. 
Singing many a tuneleſs Song ; 
Laviſh of a heedleſs Tongue: 
Simple Maiden, void of Art, 
Babling out the very Heart; 
Yet, abandon'd to thy Will, 
Yet, imagining no III, 


46 Mr, Pur iss Poems. 


Yet, too innocent to bluſh: 

Like the Linnet in the Buſh, 

To the Mother Linues's Note, 
Modelling her flender Throat. 

Chirping forth her petty Joys, 

Wanton in the Change of Toys. 

Like the Liunet green, in May, 
Flutt'ring to each bloomy Spray; 
Wearied then, and glad of Reſt, 

Like the Linnet in the Neſt, 

This thy preſent happy Lot, 

This in Time will be forgot; 

Other Pleaſures, other Cares, 

Every buſy Time prepares; 
And thou ſhalt in thy Daughter ſee, 5 
This Picture once reſembled The. 


My. PII IrS's Poems. 47 


ES TENEY in the Nur- 
7D. 


2 


By the S AME. 


J[MPLY Damſel, ſweetly ſmiling, 
All careffing, none beguiling ; 
7 d of Beauty fairly blowing, 
ery Charm to Nature owing; | 
is, and that new Thing admiring, 
uch of this, and that enquiring ; 
owledge by Degrees attaining,, 
yy by Day, ſome Virtue gaining: 
en Years hence 'when I leave Chiming, 
ardleſs Poets, fondly Rhyming, 
eſcued now, perhaps in Spelling) 
thy riper Beauties dwelling, 
all accuſe each killing Feature, 
the cruel charming Creature, 
þ hom I knew complying, willing, 
71 ader, and averſe from killing. 


| 48 Mr. PHIL IrS's Poems. 
SESSRSSSSSAAGN$26| 


On the Death of the Eail 
of Harirax. 


By the 8 AM E. 


| WEE PING o'er thy ſacred: Urn, 
Ever ſhall the Muſes mourn ; 
Sadly ſhall their Numbers. flow, 
Ever elegant in Woe. . 
Thouſands, nobly born, ſhall die; ; 
Thouſands in Oblivion lye; 
Names, that leave no Trace behind; 
Like the Clouds before the Wind. 
When the dusky Shadows paſs, 
Lightly-fleeting, o'er the Graſs. 
But, O HALIFAX! thy Name 
Shall thro' Apes riſe in Fame: 
Sweet Remembrance ſhall then find; 
Sweet, in every noble Mind, 


Dis 8 Caſe, & 3 49 
eee mer 
D AMON 2 Caſe 


AN D | 
Reſolution. 


A 1M O N, unhappy Damon ſure, 
Thou doſt ſufficient Pain endure! 
Once, who cou'd think a Thing fo ſtrange 

Cou'd happen, as this mighty Change! 
Damon, (the well known ſprightly Boy, 
Gay as the very Son of Joy,) 

Now's ſo compleatly wretched grown, 
Fate ſeems to point at him alone!. 
Damon, unhappy Damon] tell | o 
How this ſurprizing Change befel. | E 


Oxce did I ſeem with all poſſe ſs'd, 2 
That Man cou'd with for to be bleſs'd; BY i 
The little Flock that wanders there, 1 f 
Was once poor Damon's only Care: | 
This homely Bottle, and that Crook, 1 
This Pipe, and that neglected Book, -= 
Were all the Goods I wiſh'd to fines, | 
And thank'd the Gods who ſo much gare! 
Lord of my ſelf, I drove along, 


From Vale, to Vale my bleating Thick — 
Vol. III. . Reſol- 


(ON 


"" Damos Caſe, Oc. 


Reſolving that the brighteſt Eyes, 
Should not o'er Damon tyrannize. 
Daily convers'd with Nymphs, but if 
Preſerv'd an un-perverted Will ; 
| Whence I ſuppos'd I none ſhould find, 
Too ſtrong for my Platonick Mind, 
Then was I well ! Still might have been, 
8 I Serena ne' er had ſeen, 


Ar firſt I thought it but Surprize, 
1 view'd, and argu'd with my Eyes, 
Argu'd with Reaſon, bravely ſtrove, | 
T” oppoſe the conqu'ring Queen of Love. 
But all in vain! I found it vain, 
To think to change what Fates ordain. 
And fighing, ſaid, this Day has Reſt 


And Comfort fled, from Damon's Breaſt, 
By th' roll of bright Serexa's Eyes, 
Henceforth her /, ai lives or dies ! 
But what is Pain? Ah! no, no leſs 
Than my compleateſt Happineſs. 

My beſt Endeavours ſhou'd not fail, 
Cou'd I but think they wou'd prevail; 
But that (too clearly I foreſee) 

Alas, can never, never be! 

Her Flocks more numerous, and fine, 
Her Acres more by Half than mine. 
Poor Difference ! And yet that's all! 
By which Amours now ſtand or fall, 
Now he that is of moſt poſſeſs'd, 
Mult be of Conſequence the Belt ! 


Damon's Cafe, c. 51 
Fe Gods ! Ye know I'd not be moy'dy- 
overe Men to be by Virtue prov'd, 

Wy thoſe fair Qualities that can 

W culy denominate a MAN; 

Not by the ſordid Bulk of Gold, 

or by the Largeneſs of a Fold; 

WV hich e'er the Morning Dawn appear, 
Thief may ſteal, or Walf may tear; 
When of, Alexis neught remains 
ut human Shape, Where's Cioes Gains ? 


Bur ſince't can't be as 1 deſire, 
et as the rigid Fates require : 
lenceforth I eggerly ſhall ſtrive, 

dy every honeſt Art to thrive ; 

Vith duuble Care: Ill tend my Flack, 
dy all juſt Means enlarge my Stock. 
enceforth 1 ſhall no more be ſeen, 

In awkward Dreſs, on any Green; 
rom that fair Beech a Branch I took, 
o make a New, and handſome Crook, 
Which on its Top, made ſmooth and fair, 
erena's dear lov'd Name ſhall bear. 
he Myrtle (her beloved Green) 

hall on my Temples till be ſeen ; 

| he Roſe, Auemony, and Pin, 

And ev'ry Flower, that I can think 

s grateful to Serena's Eyes, 

11 gather up, and greatly prize. · 
hate er I do, or think, or ſpeak, 


bau all be for Serena's Sake; 
| | F 2 And 


52 Damon Caſe, c. 
And let poor Damon gain or loſe, 

Theſe are the only Means I'll uſe; 
And may th' obſerving Pow'rs above, 
Promote ſo great and virtuous Love. 


SD e e e e 


TOM PUN-SIBII 
M etamorphoſed : ? 
„ eee. 


7 he Aber 


 Gibed, 


Mirandi Novitate movebere Mo »ſtri. 
Ovid Metam 


T'? M was a little merry Grip, 
Fidled and danc'd to his own Gig. 
Good natur'd, but a little (illy, 
Irreſolute, and ſhally-ſhilly: _ 
What he ſhould do, he cou'd not guest, 
They mov'd him like a Man at Cheſs, 
SwiFT told him once that he had Wit; 
SWIFT Was in Jeſt, r Tom was bit; 


e 


Tom Pun-fibj metamorphoſed. 53 
Thought himſelf ſecond Son of Phaþay, 
For Ballad, Pun, Lampoon, and Rebus: - 
He took a Draught of Helicon, | 
And ſwallow'd fo much Water down, 
He got a Dreopſy ; now they ſay tis, | 
WM Turn'd t' a Poetick Diabetes; _ 
For all the Liquor he has paſy'd .= 
Is without Spirit, Salt, or Taſte ; = 
] But fince it paſs'd, Tom thought it Wit, 
And therefore writ, and writ, and writ. —_— 
He writ The famous Paunnin Art, | = 


1 


The Benefit of Piſs and Fare, \ i 
He writ The Wonder of all Wonders, þ 
He writ The Blunder of all Blunders. 
He writ a merry Farce for Poppet, 3: 


| Taught Actors how to ſqueak and bop Fr. 
- 1 Treatiſe on the wooden Man, 


1. 1 Ballad on the Noſe of Day, 

The Art of making April Fools, | 3 
And four and thirty Quibling Rates. 

— 


"he learned ſay, that Tow went Snacks 
With Philomaths for Almanacks. 

Tho? they divided are, for fome ſay, 

He writ for }/balley, ſome for Cumpſty. 
Hundreds there are, who will make Oath, 
That he writ Almanacks for both. | | 
And tho* they made the Calcalatious, | "= 
Tom writ the Monthly @bfervations. 
ouch were his Writings, but his Chatter 
Was one continu'd Clitter Omer. 


F 3 Swirr 


54 Tom Pun-fibi metamorphoſed. 
Sw1FT flit his Tongue, and made it talk, 
Cry Cup of Sack, and walk, Kuave, walk 
And fitted little prating Pall, | 
For Wier Cage in Common Hall. 

Made him expert at Quibble- Jargon, 

And quaint at Selling of a Bargain, 
Pall he cou'd talk in different Lingao' s. 
But he cou'd not be taught Diſtinguo's. 
Swirr try'd in vain, and angry thereat, 
Into a Spaniel, turn'd his Parrot, 
Made him to walk on his hind Legs, 

He dances, paws, and fawns, and begs. 
Then cuts a Caper o'er a Stick, 

Lies cloſe, does whine, and creep, and lick, 
SwI1FT put a Bit upon his Snout, 
Poor Tom he daren't look about; 

But when that Swirr does give the Word, 
He ſnaps it up, tho' 'twere a 74. | 
Swier ſtroaks his Back, and gives him Vigual, 
And then he makes him lick his Spiitle. 
Sometimes he takes him on his Lap, 1 
And makes him grin, and ſuarl, and * 
He ſet the little Cur at me, 

I kick'd, he leap'd. upon his Knee. 


I took him by the Neck to ſhake him, 
I made him void his Albam Grecam, 


Turn out the ſtinking Cur, Pox take him 
QuothSwirr; tho'Sw1FT could ſooner want an} 
Thing in the World, than a Tantany. 
And thus not only made him Grig, 
His Parrot, Spaniel, but his Pig. 


The ne a 35 


beet Jets _—— 
= the Author of 1 = 


OM PUN- SIBI | 
M etamorphoſed. 


D a 


HOUL D you want Rhymes * for 
Grecum, 93 7 
'!1 ſend you ſome if you beſpeak ' eme EL 
But you're conceited, and won't take em. | 
ake Three old Weathers, and their Rumps tye, 

| And you will find a Rhyme to Cumplty ; þ 
u, Or ſhould your Fiddle Strings your Drums tye. 

ho could not find a Rhyme to Jargon, 

hat you muſt call a Bargain Bargon. 

ad you but drank a Glaſs of Claret, 

Nay, had you thought upon a Carrot, 

ou might have found a Rhyme to Parrot. 

ou that have Bells to Ring and Chyme, 

o find you at a Loſs to Rhyme! 

akes you a Scandal to all Pedlars 

in Verſe, nay more, I ſay, to Fidlers. 


IT ſhews in Rhyming you're not far gone, * 


| 


Were 


1 


36 The eAnſwer. 
Were you not very dull and idle 
You might be taught it from the Bridle ;- 

The groaning Car that goes along, 

Might furniſh you with Rhymes for Song. 
When you lampoon'd our Mayor the Taylor, 
You call'd the Chancellor CHanſaylor. 

I think you're very much to blame, 
Tou did not practice here the ſame. 
Ah! thoſe were happy 12 of Wit, 
When you found out the Term Prick Nit. 
But now, alas, thy ſtubborn Brain, 

Will no ſuch Fancies entertain! 
Thy Wit is pall'd, thy Judgment drown'd, 
Thy ſhatter'd Keel is run a-ground : 

And you that ſail'd ſo well before, 

Lye ſtranded on a barren Shore; 

There ever deſtin'd to be held faſt, 

In a deep miry Slough near Be/faft. 


4 LET: 


A Letter to Tom Pun-fibi. | 97 
eee eee 
A LE T TE R to | 


TOM P U N - SIBI. 
Occaſh oned by Reading 
lis excellent FAR c E, 
called ALEXANDER 8 
Overthrow: . The 
Dung of BaBTLOV. 


— — 1 T « 


li diam The Paras. 


- Horat, Sat. 3- Lib, 1 


Dear Tom, 


OR Turkey fat, nor Gooſe in Country Hut, 
Nor Steed when Door of Stabte's left unſhut, 
Nor Silver Spoon, nor Thimble, Bodk in, Locket, 
7 7: Nor Watch in Fob, nor Handkerchief i in Pockety 
Is 


© * 
7 
4 + 


58 A Letter to Tom Pun-/ibi, / 
Is often nimm'd when Rogue comes fairly by*, 
Than are the Rhymes we Poets do indite. | 
With Watch by Night our Cattle we fecure; 
With ſturdy Maſtiff or well bolted Door. 
With Arms, or Creſt, Sir Jobs marks Spoons 
and Knives ; . | 
And honeſt Ralph with Hysband's Name ang 
ä 1 „ 
Dick's Geeſe are known by Slit between their 
And branded Buttock Sorrel's Maſter ſhows. 
But Plag'ary to baulk none could deviſe, 
He Locks, and Bolts, and Brands, and Marks 
_ defies. )))) HOLE 
Maugre our utmoſt, Care, it does ſurpaſs ys, 
To guard th* Encloſures we have at Parugſſus. 
With ſuch like Fate met Virgil heretofore, 
And future Ages will the ſame deplore. 
The raviſh'd Lock may, raviſh'd once again, 
Leave Pope with his Belinda to complain. 
And Plants which Cowley rais'd from nobleſ} 
- Seeds, No "av 
Be ſtole and ſet among ſome paultry Weeds. 
Great Gho&fter's Royal Grammar may with 
Slyneſs, 
Be cribb'd, without Permiſſion of his Highnefs. 


When on ſome Piece we've ſpar'd no Care 

nor Pains, A 5 
Rack'd ev'ry ſingle Thought, and ſqueer d ou 
„ MM Tu 


Till Envy nee'r a Fault ſees in thewhol e; 
She then gives out, The Compoſition's ſtole. 
Or elſe ſome Pyrate of the Quill comes on, 


In Coin like this have Poets oft been paid, 
Nor Pbebas ſelf his deareſt Sons could aid. 


Bur thee, dear Tom, no like Diſaſters wait, 
Thy happier Genius Jaughs at ſuch a Fate. 
Shou'd Envy now in human Shape appear, 
Aſſume the Form and meagre Cheeks of (a) 

G—. 
To tell the World Tom Pum- sibi s a Thief, 
Full well ſhe knows, ſhe ne'er cou'd gain Belief, 
She'll now in ev'ty Place, to Great, and Small, 
Confeſs that you're a meer Original. 
7 Nor need you fear that any can purloin 
One Page, one Thought, one ſingle Verſe of thine. 
Whether you teach us how to (% Pan by Rule, 
Or (c) Panch depute for Maſter of your School. 


ks 


— 


— 


(a) G — heving formerly endravonr'd to prove 


Punning, declar'd candidly to the World, that 

he believ'd that Piece to be entirely bis own, 

and none of it ſtolam | 
(+) The Art of Punning. 


(c) The Farce, call d, Punch turn'd School- 
matter. 


A Letter to Tow Pugh 49 


Seizes our Wares and vends them for his own. 


5 2 \ 1 N * 
3 «m 3 ·ů· 


this Author a Plagiary ; upon ſeeing his Art of 


Whether 


al AoC 


60 ALetter to Tom Pun-fibi. 
Whether y* invite the (a) Dean to eat your Pulle 
Or arm the Britons ſtout with (5) Beggar's Bullet 
Such a peculiar Manner and Deſign, 5 } 


zz, 


.Such Strokes, ſuch Colours glare inev'ry Line, 
As prove the Hand that touch'd them to be 
- thine, © | 
Like thine own (c) Ceſar thou doſt make i 
| known, | 
That M bat is n. Dear Tummas, i is thy own, 


— — 
. of 


(a A famous Poem, in Imitation of Horace 
Si potes Archaiſis, &c. From Mr. Sheridu 
to Dr, Swift, call'd, The Invitation. _y 
(6) Alexander's Overthrow. . | 
(c) Vide Skeridan's Malter-picce, or Tom Pur 
Abi Folly compleat. 


Tom Pun-fibis Farewvl. 8 2 
RO OE GE GR GRE GP 
TOM PUN-SIBIs 
Farewel to the MUS ES. 


Ecce iterum Criſpinus ! 


— 


"HIS is to give Notice, l Tow the great 
Scribler, 

he Punſter, the Poet, the Pedaut, the Quibler. 
he Critict, the Autict, the mighty Comedian, 
Or old but of late the noted 7ragediav. 
Who, like the Camelion, ne et ſtuck to one Co- 


lour, 
[Yet till as I changed I ever grew duller; 


ho, more than old Ogilby, Hobbes, or Sylveſter, 
he World with voluminous Nouſenſe did 


peſter, 
Weak in my Attempts, oreſs'd by Melanchol 1 


vid adieu to my former Amuſements and Fol ly, 


ves. ; = 


62 Tom Pun-ſib?s Farewel. 
In Hopes of Forgiveneſs, affure the whole Nation 
Of this my fincere, tho' my late Recantation. | 


FAREWEL, my falſe Muſe, by whoſe mm 
- gation, : 
I freely ſubmitted to every Temptation, : 
Who for a dull Jeſt have deumd thy pool N 
Mater, 
To the Envy, and Malice of each Poetaſter; 
Nay, made me more odious than gruff P unc hin 
And cloath'd me with Fuſtian inſtead of Pranch® 
Yet bad as you are, not one among fifty, 
Will ſay (to my Sorrow) my Wife is ſo thrify, 
That proud crowing Hen, that eternal Xaxcippe1iifh 
Parnaſſus, farewel, farewel, Aganippe. 


Arorzo, farewel, and ye Muſes Seraphich 
No longer in Metre ſhall Pau. fibi rraffick : 
A Wife, and a Muſe !—no need of the latter, 
The former may very. well ſerve for a Satire. 
And ſince I muſt dance in a conjugal F etter, 
I, of the two Evils, have choſen the better. 


On! wowd that I never had tally'd wit 
Phabas, 
Or traded in Dogrel, in Pan, or in Rebas! 
Ne'er medled with Catches, or Satires, or 
And laſt'dat 2 but at innocent A 


— 1 


2 


d Socrates's Wife, « 4 noted Seoid.- 


—_—_—_— 


500 
i tent him, a SA 
Not forſooth an Exegi (alas !) Monumentuw. 
loreover, fince now you'ye put me i? the Head 
on'r, 
de dull Poetaſter undid the good Pedant; 
or whilſt with hard Labour and Toil 1 did 
hammer | 
Wut of my thick Noddle an exquiſite Erammar, 
\s Jonathan ſaid) for a Word to come pat in 
maim'd all my Rules, and I butcher'd the Latin. 
ut frankly confeſs'd, that at length it was filly, 
tho? I at firſt had preferr'd it to Lilly. 


ll 
> 


ft 
pe 


1 College. 


hus have I miſcarry'd in all my Adventures, 
as ever poor Mortal ſo ſet on the Tenters !— 
et ſhould I not thus my Calamity nouriſh, 
u that I ſee wretcheder Criminals flouriſh ; 
howeekly perplex us with Journals and Libels, 
nd divert honeſt Folk from Reading their Bibles; 
leaſt Jet*em link me to ſome barking Spaniel 
0C.. fey, Fer, Black, or the Journaliſt Daniel 


* Arbucle, 


Tom Pun-fbis Farewel. 63 


ut Tom was conceited, aud nought would con- 


ſhort, to be ſerious, I now muſt acknowledge, 
m the Jeſt o' the * and Burleſque o' the 


Vho all are (like Balaam's) but talkative Aſſes, | 
nd pound us, if ever we prove on Parnaſſus. <2 


gz i Tow 


. ECM CTC, OLE OF 


* Tom Pau. ſibis Reſurrection. 


Se See e de dee de 


TOM PUN-SIBI 
RESURRECT ION 
diſproved. 


— Dun 


Non vana redeat ſanguis imagini Nr | 
Quam virga ſemel horrida, 
Non lenis precibus Fata recludere, WW" 
Nigro compulerit Mercurius gregi. 
Hor. Lib. I. On 0 Of A 


| W EL L Ralph, howe'er you re pleas'd to 
ſtrive, 
To make me think that Tom's alive; 

Nay, that he's well as Heart can wiſh, 

In goodly Plight, and ſound as Fiſh; 
When there's an Elegy on's Death,-- 

With Epitaph put underneath, es 
Such as himſelf has often made, | 

When other Men in Grave were laid, 


Tom Pun: ibis Neſurrection. 65 

Dr help'd to make, When Death the Tamer, 

| By Mortgage ſeiz'd the C orps of Demar ; 

needs muſt think it cannot fail, 

Bot Tom is dead as a Door Nail. 

Not only Qzartenns School-maſter, 

role, Punſter, Fidler, Poetaſter, 

Not dead in Sin and foul Offence; 

r in ſome other myſtick Senſe ; 

But cruel Death has made a Morſel, 

Df Thomas? little outward Veſlel ; 

f you'd my Meaning plainer have, 

hy honeſt Tom is in his Grave, 

zum ſnot by Obadiab File, 

/hich makes mine Eyes full ſorely drizte. 

Or by that Engineer accurſt, .. 

ight Fartinando Puffendorſt. 

ut you to prove it all meer Talk, 

Tell me, He's ſeen in Streets to wah. 

hat then, have you. not often read, 

Of Men that walk'd, when they were dead? 

ſpecially when Vital Date, 

2s ſhorten'd by untimely Fate. 

but He uo Murderer accaſes, 

Blames none, you ſay, for ſuch Abuſes, —_ 

ut cries as loud as Tongue can bawl, - 

1 bat Fe was never dead at al.. —_— 
Vell! Partridge did pretend the ſame, | 

dwearing his Death was all a Flam, ; | 

Wen the learn'd Squire had prov'd it plain, 
hat he was Dead, and Dead' again, 
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Px A go to Bedlam, ſearch it round, 
For th' maddeſt Man that can be found. 
Be th' Wretch's Senſes ne'er ſo bad, 

He'll always ſay, He is not mad. 

But this you ſay, can be no Goblin, 

That walks in Caple-Street, and Dublin, 
Canſe he by Night's not only ſeen, 

As other Goblins oft have been: 

But thouſands him have ſet their Eyes on, 
When Phabus is above Horizon. | 

But Goblins, Elves, you ſay, and Sprites, 
Play all their Gambols in the Nights. 

But ſoon as once the Cock does crow, 
Away they're all compell'd to go. 
And every Phantom diſappear, 

Az Mattins ſung by Chanticlere ; 
Nor dare they come again in Sight, 
Till Darkneſs and ſucceeding Night. 


I 1 TI. you that's a vulgar Error, 
Kepe up, leſt (too much cow'd by Terror) 
Miſs ne'er ſhou'd leave her Nurſe's Sight, 
But dread the Day as well as Night. 
And fo, tho” Nas and Roger ſay, 
That Goblivs ne'er do walk by Day, 
[ We, all our learned Doctors find, 
Ot other Sentiments and Mind; 
And many of em prove downright, 
They walk by Day as well as Night. 


Anm 


Tom Pun-fti's: Reſurre 


er 


at, pinch, and play ſuch Tricks. an eld 
ut Tom, I'm ſure, were he alive, 1 
ome other Method wou'd contrive, 

hereby the World might plainly know, 
hat he is (till in Stars quo. 

han beat poor News-Boys into Mortar, 

hich might be done by any Porter. 

omething peculiar we ſhou'd ſee, 

Vhich none cou'd do but only he. 5 
nd put us clearly out of Doubt, 4 
hat Vital Sparks not yet gone out. Wy 


do when Jobs Coates with learned Lore, 
ives out that Yballey is no more; . 
retending by the Stars to know, 

That he's gone down to Shades below, 
im M balley by ſuch Art diſprovea, 

s all our Scruples quite removes, 

nd ſhews us plain beyond Diſpute 

That Coates is but a lying Brute. 

e does not go and thraſh his Hide, 

or only tell us, he's bely'd ; 


+» 
3 
Fo 


"Ye 

Apart hethraſh'd ye; Tw o MER ws 8 
Vho hawk'd about the EXE r, 9 
\ nd ſent his Boys as you have hinted, | 
o break the Preſs where it was printed. ” 
ou take this for a Reaſon ſtrong, 1 
at Tom's alive, I ſay, you're wrong 5 
an't Sprites and Goblins if they pleaſe, 
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6 Tom Pun-fbis Refurrection . 
This might be credited no better, 
By many than his own News Lerter, 
But to confute his Brother Quzack, 
He ſtraight ſends out his Almazack. | 
Which, with ſuch learned Cant he fills, 
Such Brags, and Stories of his Pills, 
Stuff'd wirh ſuch Aſtrologie Fiions, 
Such Prophecies, and ſtrange PrediQions, 
As not a Man alive but he, 

In all the World can &er foreſee. 


TOM was as cunning ev'ry Whit 1 
As Whalley, and had as much Wit, 
And were he living, I dare ſay, 

Wou'd take the very ſelf ſame Way: 
Which had he done, I'd then Were 
And freely own that he's alive, 
Had he but only writ a Farce, 
Or quaint Anigma on his A 

Another Grammar had compil'd, 
Or vamp'd zp Old, azew for Child: 
Had he but fome ſmall Paper writ, 
With great Aſſurance, little Wit, 
And Affectation to Diſcerning, 
A Hideout, Par loas deal of Learning. 
Full fraught with many a darling Pon, 
Some of them pitfer'd, ſome his own; 
Run up on Strings, like Onion Heads, 
As long as Father Floody's Beads, 
With Style like Fab!'d Toad, whoſe Drift's ' 
To ſwell it ſelf as big as Sire 35 
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WT ho' there's as much between them as is, 
W ween his Birch- Rod, and Want ro £ 


Now when I once ſhall come to find, 

Wot ſome ſmall Proof of ſuch a kind, 

In give my Word and Proteſtation, 

at 1'11 allow't for Demonſtration, _-. 

Ms plain as Two and Three make Fi ive, 
hat little Thomas is alive. 

in then, whatever is pretended, 

muſt believe, his Life is ended. 

nd that it is ſome ſudtil Sprite, . 

hat does impoſe upon our Sight. 

hat puts on Thomas” Shape and Cloathsy --- 

o flings its Tail, ſo cocks its Noſe ; 

d ſcrapes Sonatas, and ſo Thrums, + 

o Clapper-Claws, and Firks poor Bam. 

nd does the niceſt Judge beguile, 

every Thing but in his Style ; 

di; Style, nor Goblin, Sprite, nor EF, 

or Man comes up to but Himſelf. 
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Samana 


ö 


R @ E N 
4LApr's Spaniel 


Tuſtructions to a Painter. 5 


By Dean Swirr. 


HH APPIEST of the Spaniel. Race, 
Painter, with thy Colours Grace, 
Draw his Forehead large and high, 
Draw his blue and hamid Eye, 
Draw his Neck ſo ſmooth and round, 
Little Neck with Ribbons bound, 
And the muſcly ſwelling Breaſt 
Where the Loves and Graces reſt. 
And the ſpreading 'even Back, 
Soft, and fleek, and gloſley Black ; 
And the Tail that 'gently twines, 
Like the Tendrils of the Vines ; 


And the ſilky twiſted Hair, 


Shadowing thick the Velvet E. 
4 I ede Ear, bine 


ROVER 733 
Velvet Ears 2 hanging low, TR 
Oer the Veiny Temples fow. 47, % Uh 


26400 
Wits a proper Light and Shade, - 4 
Let the winding Hoop be laid; PER 
And within that arching Bower 
(Secret Circle, myſtick Power! 

In a Downy Slumber Place, 
Happieſt of the Spaniel Race, 
While the ſoft perſpiring Dame, 
Glowing with the ſofteſt Flame, 
On the raviſh'd Fav'rite pours 
Balmy Dews, Ambrofial Showers, 


Wrru thy utmoſt Skill expreſs 
Nature in her richeſt Dreſs, 
impid Rivers ſmoothly Flowing, 
Orchards by thoſe Rivers Blowing, 
ucling Hood-bine Myrtle 16:88 
And the gay enamel'd Med; 
Where the Lisnett fit and bn 7 
tle Sportlings of the Hring; 
Where the breatheing Field and Grove, 
Sooth the Heart, and kindle Love ; 
ere for me, and for the Muſe, 
Colours of Reſemblance chuſe, 
Make of Lineaments Divine, 
Daply Female Spaniels ſhine. 
Pretty Fondlings of the Fair, 
Gentle Damſels, gentle Care, 


72 On ROY E R. 
But to one alone impart, 
All the Flatt'ry of thy Art. 


Croud each Feature, croud each Grace, 


Which compleat the deſperate Face. 
Let the ſpotted wanton Dame, 

Feel a new refiſtleſs Flame, 

Let the Happieſt of his Race, 

Win the Fair to his Embrace. 

But in Shade the Teſt conceal, 

Nor to Sight their Joys reveal, 

Leſt the Penci and the Maſe 
Looſe Deſic res and Thoughts infuſe. 


P 


Poetical PREA CHER: 
Occaſioned by Reading 
Monſieur Bariz's C. 
mentary upontheſe Words, 

Compel them to come 

in, „ 12. 


n 


1 Vaſe may find Him » who, 4 Ser- 
| mon flies. SUE IG 2 


7 CCC 1 


FR OM this ſinall Text a 2 
takes Pains, - 
Toprove that Chriſt gave Power to perſecute 
For Conſcienre · Sale; and de that beats out Brain 


Does ſurely ſitetice thoſe he can't confute. 
Vor. EE II. All 


44 The Poetical PRRAcRRR. 


* 
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a 


Al. human Pow'r's from Cod, tis fully know 
At leaſt tis every Chriſtian Man's Opinion; 
But Conſcience is a Kingdom of CuR1sT's 01 
And cannot yield to —_— 887 * 's s Dar 

2 nion. 


Ut 


" A'Prince'is God's Vice-gerent, and ”tis fit, 
Men. to his human Laws Obedience have; 
Bu ſure no wiſe Man dares infer from it, 


The Princehas Pow' r the Conſcience to enſim 8 
. | Ane 
A Prince may think his own Religion true, 1 
And 1 may think the Prince's Faith not rig 
Af He may hang me for't, I've nought to do 
But be a Martyr, or an Hypocrite. 
V. Te- 
Ec 
COURT CHRISTIAN too for l 50 
morality But 
May Ae as ſome Joarned DO 0 T ONE By 
teach; 


But if they will into the Conſcience pry, 
They graſp at what's entirely out of React 
VI. 0 


The - Poetical'PREACHER. 7; 
. 


Our great REDEEMER, when on Earth, 
no doubt, ; 
To keep the ſacred Temple pure and din 
ith his own Hand whips ſundry Perſonsout, 
But I ne'er read that He whipt one Man in. 


. 


PETER and PAUL by Words ſtruck dead 
and blind | 
Some that oppos'd the HOLY GHOST's 
Commands; 
And if our Prieſts can puniſh in that kind 1 
They've Right to do't; but not Fo th Hang- 
man's Hands. 8 


va. 


Th' APOSTLES work'd a Miracle thereby, 
To ſhew the HOLY GHOST did' tdem 
inſpire; ; | Fa 
But 'tis no Miracle to ſee Men die, 
By Force of Os or by Flames of Fi ire. 


wa x1: 
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5 When Zebed's Sons a5k'd Fi ire from HE AY 'N 


to kill 
Thoſe Men that had not CHR IST. ag 
believ'd ; 


Twas mocking to our bleſſed SAVIOUR! 


Will, 
And we all know what eaſier they receiv d. 


X. 
CHRIST's Ways tor ſave were e mild and meek 


to all, 


And ueh were his: Apple's chief Deſigns, 


With: Heney fed -the Ignorant ; not G64. 


That's now the bitter Draught. of bot * 


AL 


IF all 1 mild Courſes os 
To bring the ſcatter'd Members into Church 
One Preſelyte ſo made would be worth ten, 


Of nat that are compelſ id intoꝰt by B rrcb, 


Xl Compi 


The Poetical PxEAcurn; 77 
. 


compel is Fo orce by Penalties and Pains 
Of Fire or other ſanguinary Laws ; 
days the hot Prieſt (who ſerves the CHURCH 
for Gains) 
And thus would propagate the ALMI G H- 
T Y's Cauſe. | 


| XU. 
If two Men differ i in Religious Way ays, 
And mildly enter Controverſy's 'F ield, 


Does he ſpeak Nonſenſe, who affirms or aps.” | 
a One was by Reaſon's Force compell'd to yield” 


3 


A Man may be my utter Enemy, 

And till againſt one furiouſly contend, ' 
nd yet *tis poſſible that Man may be 

By Courteſy compell'd to be my Friend. 


XV. 


ch Thus to compel, tis clear and plain to me 
Was CHRIS T's Intent to carry on his Cauſe, 


And fear *cis little ſhort of Baſpbemyy - 'i 
To ſay He order'd Sanguinary Laws. 


eh 
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78 The Poetiral Panxcus in 
XVI. 


A Prince may puniſ Schin the High-Prieſ d | 
With human Penalties of Sword or Flame: 


If then a PRINCE ſecceeds | of dick wen 
„ 
Has He not juſt the Right o do the ſhine. 


XVII. 


A Man of diff'rent Faith, yet free from Szrife, 
F That cannot be by Arguments confuted: « 
If He for that muſt loſe Eſtate or Life, 

I think that Man unjuſtly perſecuted. 


XVIII. 


Where SUBJECTS all agree to keep the Lam 
Made to preſerve the KN, and guard the 
NAr tox, 

In my weak Judgment I can ſee no Cauſe, 


They ſhould not have REL1G10US Tora te 
TION. W 
„ Then 

XIX. Fo 


If Cnxis TI Aus differ in ſome Point of CRED 

And all Points ate not of the ſame Degret, 
If They muſt ſwallow ev'ry Point or Bleed, 

Town it ſeems ivigaitoat to me. XI. fe 
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2 


pA pls TS, "tis true, within theſe N ours, 
Are ſubjeQed to ſundry Penal Laus, ©: 

or bearing Fealty to the Papal Powers, 
And not for Cunſcienes in Religious Cauſe. - 


XXI. 


Wou'd they but own the Kine's Supremacy, | 
And ſtrictiy wou'd adhere to what they fr. 

I know no cogent Argument that we, 

Should mind to-whomm, or what, or bow they 


Wye 
15 


the . 


The LoxD o' th' Harveſt. as the Goſpel ſaith, 
Will ſeparate the WAEAT and | AREs apart, 

Then every one muſt anſwer for their F AiTH, 
For God and Gon alone can ſearch the 


XXIII. Wnen 


: ©, om 
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8e The Poetica PR RAE 
XIII. 


7 the great SHEPHERD of kis Flock make 


Choice, 
He'll chuſe them by their Heart, and not 
Coats: 5 9 


And thoſe that have not wi obey'd his: Vole 
Will have their Lodgings plac'd among the 
Goats. 


XXIV. 


If Men then are ſo fierce and eruel here, | 
For Conſcience Sake to do their Neigbbomn 
Hurt, 

And take away theic n 'tis jut io fear, 
Without REPENTANCE GoD will Judge wen 
for't 


I O's. Transformation. 81 
Loder q 


10 Transformation #1 
into a Cow ee, 


E Maidens fair, De draw nigh and hear, 
A wonderful Story III telt you now, 
ow Inachas loſt his Daughter ſo dear, 
Poor Girl ! ſhe was turned into a Cow. 
With a fa, la. 


. 
nns Virgin's Name it was Id hight, | 
As the Clerk of the: Pariſies Books do: ſay, 
ut a Virgin ſo tight, fa. fine, and ſo bright, 
You ſhall not ſee in 4 Summers. Day. 


With a fo, lai 
III. 


er Father was one of the River Gods, 

And the Waters of Severwhe only look'd aſtor, 
ut it had been better for him by Odds ö. 
This Time to have ee. thoſe of his | 


Da er. 
_ | " With 4 fa, be 
| ". 
or ſhe was the Daughter of a River, 
As moſt of our antient Records tell, 
nd the beſt Commendation thar they | could 
05 give her, 


Was that ſhe made Water wond* rovs well. 
. ib a fe, 
| t 


9 0% Tegen. 


At which one Day A Jupiter found ler, Y 
(A Whore-ſor-very much given to Vice) N 
He took her and laid her as flat as a Flounder, 

And Were her Maid. ahead in a Trice. 
| 5 Miib a Ja, hs. 
. 5 VI. 

And then to conceal it from Fuxo his Wife, 

(As errant a Scold as ever was born), 
W hat did he do for a quiet Life? 
But poor I He into a Cow did orga 
W 1h a fa, ba 
| VII. 
Alas, poor Maiden! Pin much more beguil'd, 
Than ever was Virgin ſure by Half, 
O' my enn _— of getting me With 
Child, 
Fhis Raſcally\Rogue bon got me with Cali 
| Wi th a fas, hs 
.. 

And now, fair Maidens: all beware, 1 
Whether of City, Country, or Court; 
Of this to take a ſpecial Care, 

And ſee that ye are not cow'd at the Sport, 

Vitb à fa, la. 
IX. 


And as, for the married Woman, ſhe ur 
Of this my Counſel well allow, 4 
Rather to make her Husband a Bull, 
Than ſuffer her Husband to make hers N 
| 7: With a fo, l 


"WO: 4 Lapr's ſaying She 
hated Kiſſing. 
1. a | | 
. rz VIA. ſays, She loves not Kifſing, | 
„  T'is a Thing She does deſpiſe ; 
But They'll ſay it is a Bleſſing, 
Th If you ask her roving Eyes. 3 


II. 


Gameſters eunningly conceli | 
Their Play at firſt to win more from you; 
Women won't their Hearts reveal, 
Inſenſibly to gain upon you. 


. b | III. 


In vain, like Partbians, they'd pretend 
Flying to wound the am'rous Lover, 

Would doating Boys but comprehend 
The Precepts which I now diſcover, 


IV. Breaſts. 


She ſays ſhe hates you, don't believe hey, 
Dot tell. her frank ly you've a Cham, FO 
- "ay 1 cabin 8 


* Ts I 4 * 1 
1 C 
2 ; EA a. . 
* o 


Dally no more, attack the Fort, 
Poſſeſs the darling. Spring of Pleaſure, 
And when you're wearied with the Sport, 
Tien ſtreteh yout wanton Limbs at Leia . 
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| Illic poſtquam ſe lumine vero 

Implevit, ſtellaſque vagas miratur & Aſtra 

Fixa polis, vidit quanta ſub nocte jaceret 
oltra Dies, riſitque ſui ludibria trunci. 


b' ambitious Winds with greater Spite combine, 
To ſhock the Grandeur of + ſtately Pine, ; 
The Height of Structures makes the Ruin large, 
find Clouds againſt bigh Hills their hotteſt Bolts 


diſcharge. | Norris. 
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Sir Michael Newton, 
Knight of the muſt Honou- 
rable Order of the Bark. 
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IERE I writing to a 
Gentleman of leſs Can- 
4 dour and Penetration, EF 
Tl - _ n to make 
an A my preſent ou 
with = Apology dark e n 
the Bloom of Life, and Glitter of 
ſmiling n invite you to Prof. * Fn 
2 8 | | 
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my 


but a ſlender Defence again the 


The Dedication. 


pects of a different Nature, and | 
are entering into the moſt delightſu WM | 
and joyous Scene: Ar ſuch a Time, 
a Paitoral embelliſhed with flowery 
Lawns. and rural Beauties might 
ſeem more agreeable than a Poem il | 
of a Tragic Nature, repreſenting i 
the Misfortunes of Princes and Gran- Ne 
dees, and where we meet in every il | 
Page with faded Diadems, and bro- t: 
ken Coronet. Pr 
„ BuT having had Wo — * 
recei vin Variet Or Favours ITON 
yu, and been zdeniete by vom in 
daulgent Condeſcention to ſpend many U 
bappy Hoars i your delight ful Com- V 
pany, from which I never returned i 2: 
without a very ſenſible Refreſhment WM << 
and Improvement of Mind, I wa MW G 
willing to take ſome Opportunity dl 
making a public Acknowledgment ; 
and this little Poem is all I have tu to 
| offer, and is probably my laſt At- V. 
| tempt of this Nature, fince it is non in 
kigh Time for me to take my Leave 5p 
of Poetical Amuſements, which viell ſec 
m 


». 


The Dedication. 


Storms of adverſe: Fortune, and ra- 
ther ſwell than alleviate every Grief 
by the Luxuriance of Imagina · 
tion. | „ 
BEes1DEs in the moſt pleaſant and 
triumphant Stations it may not be 
improper ſometimes to caſt a Glance 
or two on darker Objects, which, 
by way of Oppoſition will heighten 
thoſe Pleaſures, and improve the 
preſent Joy. Thus skilful Painters 
mingle Shades with their brighteſt 
Pertormances, which give a delicate 
Luſtre to their niceſt Touches, and 
richer Colours; and the Agyptians 
who were famous for their Wiſdom 
as well as Grandeur and Magnifi- 
cence, had Sepulchres among their 
Gar dens. 1 | |] | 


I HAVE therefore ſome Reaſon 
to hope you will receive this Eſſay 
with your uſual Goodneſs, and if 
in ſome Places it falls ſhort of that 
Sprightlineſs which you were plea- 
ſed to take Notice of in ſome of 
my juvenile „ will 

3 N 
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ſhining Accompliſhments, as to ho- 
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ly impute it to the Unhappmeſs d Il * 
27 breſent Circumſtances, conſider. Wl « 
ing, that now 1 am fo far from be. 
ing encouraged with the Smiles of 
one wa liteſt Sor in Pp k 
| e, that 1 am entirely deprived J 
l Converſation of Nr learned f. 
World, and languifh under moſt of ML 
the Diſadvantages incident to human Nc 
Nature. Rs: ol 
F ec 
My Defrgn then in this Addreß Bl ft 
is very different from the uſual Aim p. 
= of Dedications ; it is not to draw ſo 
bright a Character as Sir Mtcnxer's Ml 
burt to teſtify the deep Senfe I retain ll th 
KW of your peculiar Obligations, and an 
humbly to deſire the Contihuanc Pr 
of thoſe favourable Sentiments whick gie 
you have been pleaſed to entertain MW: 
COncerning me. £2 ſoy 
To attempt a aer 56 os . Ne 
tes needfels ſince al of the Wi- of 
ſeſt and Greateſt Monarchs in the MW 7 


Univerſe has ſo far obſerved your 


=.» S. F K. 9 


nour 
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you with diſtinguiſfling Marks 


of his Regard. © 


Any how much you are both be- 
loved and eſteemed among your 
Fellow-Subjects ſufficiently appears. 
from what we hear in almoſt every 
Day's Converſation, and was very 
conſpicuous in that great Majority 
of Votes by which. you were return- 
ed (tho' it was the firit Time you 
food as a Candidate) Member of this. 
preſent Parliament. NE 
Tusa Diſtinctions indeed are but 
the natural Fruits of that leading 
and particular Favour which Divine 


[Providence preſented you with in 


giving you ſo refined a Genius, and 
a Temper fo charming and compaſ- 
ſionate, which, were your Station 
as exalted as a certain celebrated 
Roman Emperor's, could never fail 
of rendering you like Him, 

The Delight of Mankind. 


Trar 


The Dedication 


Tur you may long adorn, bath 
the private and | qa Scenes df 
Life, and flouriſh for many Years a 
a Patriot, and a fine a 1 
the N Del of 1 
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and obedient Servant, 
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HEN Beauty ſhines with a tris 
umphant Air, 

And glitt'ring Scenes ſurround 
the lovely Fai air, 

A thouſand Vot'ries chearful 

Homage pay, 

Applaud with Trapſport, and with Pride obey: 

. Or, when victorious Princes gild the Throne, 
Adoring Crouds Majeſtic Grandeur .] .. 
But when dark Clouds the * een 

ſtain, 


And Fate pronomegs Human Glory» vain, . 
The 


And op'ning Flow'rs an Infant Bloom diſplay, 


The feather'd Choir no mere inſpire Delight, 


And Rubies triumph o'er the ſparkling Wine. 


| Where the dim Windows ſhed Religious Light 
And ſolemn Paintings ſtrike upon the Sight 
Hence in iy Verſe no brilliant Pictures riſe, 
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The gazing Throng from riſing Shades retire, 


Mute is each Voice, and ſilent ev'ry Lyre. 
Thus when the Spring makes chearful _ 


Bays 


Round verdant Arbours wing'd Muſicians fly, 
And rival Birds with warbling Accents vie: 
But when rich Nature's laviſh Painting fades, 
And Liilie« droop along the ruſſet Glades, 


No more adorn the Day, or beautify the Night. 

My penſive Muſe has long forgot to rove 

Tro' flow'ry Fields, or trace the waving Grote 

She views uo more the gaudy Rooms of Sta, 

Nor basks in Rays which //indſor"s Stars create, 

Forſakes the Scenes where Joys with Beavt 
join, 


She loves to vilit ſacred mournful Ground, 
Where vaulted Illes return the hollow Sound, 
Where kneeling Statues conſtant Vigils keep, 
And round the Tombs the Marble Cherubs 
weep: | 


No verdant Landſcapes, nor ſerener Skies; 
But awful Truths in ſable Beauties dreſt, 


And penfive Thoughts which wound che bums 
Breaſt: 


For 
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For ſince fair Eden's loſt, it is decreed 

That ev'ry Soul may mourn, and ev'ry Vein 
may bleed. 

But leſt the Preface ſhould appear too long. 

And vain Preludiums ſhade the promis d ms 

Directly now the Subject II! purſue, 

Tho! dark, yet Soft; — diſaſtrous, dane.” 


CaLMwas the Night, and pleaſant every. 
Cloud, | 
And Heaven's fair Queen in ſofter Beauty glow d, 
While trembling Silver floated on the Main, 
And dancing Stars adorn'd the glaſly Plain, 
When young Neristbus baniſh'd from the Scenes 
Of rural Joys, and freſh returning Green; 
Rav'd round the Hill near that mung | 
Tower, 4 
Where lies the Emblem of Imperial Power,: 
And Nobles oft. have bled in à refiftleſs\” 
Hour. 
There, whilſt. he walk'd, deep Anguiſhratk'd his | 
Mind, 

And ev'ry Star, tho* bright, he call'd unkind. 
Alas! (ſays he) how high. my Sorrows riſe, 
Swell in my Breaſt, and trickle from my Eyes; , 
Whilſt full in View departed Joys return X 
Like fleeting Ghoſts, and vaniſh as I mourn: 
A wretched Exile from thoſe Native Fields, 
Where blooming Nature matchleſs Pleaſure 


Jields, 
Where 
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Where goldenSun- Beams mix withfainterShades N 
And tuneſul Birds fly croſs the ſpang led Glades; Al 
Forc'd from the Charms of this delicious Home, | 
From Place to Place, from Town to Tosu 


* roam: 


Yet can noſov'reign Remedy be found, U 
To eaſe my Heart, or cloſe Abet bb W 

My dear Companions now my Preſence ſhun, 

And coldly look upon their Friend undone; W 
Tedious and ſad my Minutes roll along, By 
And couſtant Woes one ar5etched: e. ff W 

long. Ss Il 

A drouſy Grief each Faculey: ted . Pe 
And wraps the Soul in ever ſpreading Shades. Lin 

No :fit Employment ſooths my anxious Mind, u 

Nor ſocial Life with various Pleaſures joyn'd: 

Now forc'd like Adam from his nuptial 'Bow'r, WW His 

I mourn each Step, and languiſh ev'ry Hour. 

No pleafing Books my Study now adorn, An 

To bleſs the Night, and crown the riſing Mor. 

. Mihow's majeſtick Lyre now/lies unſtrung Til 

No more l trace the Glories of his Song, ; He 

And Cowley's Harp is on the Willows hung The 

Our Great Divines no more my Soul juſpire, Anc 

With ſacred Raptures, and celeſtial Fire; The 


Thoſe ſweet Companions are for ever fled, Anc 
And thro*-the Land in firagling Parcels ſpread; WW Wh 
Why were thoſe Volumes all adorn'd fo gay, As i 
And-pureſt Gold profuſely thrown away ? 


No 
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, No more to bright Aſſemblées I repair, 
es; Abandon'd by the Rich, and lighted by the Fair · 


nl Nay, the learn'd World, which brings me 


greater Pain, ? 
Have chang'd Careſſes to a colder Strain, 
nd. WE Which wounds the ge'nrous l no leſs 
n, than fierce Diſdain. . 
| What then remains to eaſe my raging gen 
But one ſoft Touch of Death's delicious Dart? 
* Would Heav'n permit, how gladly could 1 feel, 
pe tingling Sharpneſs of the pointed Steel; 
Rejoyce to ſee the ſanguine Torrent flow, 
vince Shame and Grief have giv'n a deeper Blow. 
d, WY Thus rov'd the Youth, and wand'ring did com- 1 
d: plain, = 
His Sighs were fruitleſs, and his Tears 1 were 
vain, | 
And whiſtling Winds return'd the melancho- . 
ly Strain. 
Till quite fatigu'd with Agonies of Grief, 
; He left the Hill, and ſought from Sleep Retief, 
.) Then active Fancy form'd the Scene anew, 
7 And brought the Tower directly to his View; 
The ſame high Turrets glitter'd as before, 
And freſh He ſeem'd his Sorrows to deplore. 
, When ſoon an Object fill'd him with Surprize, - th 
As tothe Tower he rais'd his woud'ring Eyes, 


Vor. III. ö; "= 
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There at an open Window he ſurvey'd Al 
A portly Man in Purple Cloaths 1 * TI} 
Uncommon Beauty had adorn'd his Face, Al 


But Grief had ſtain'd and ſully'd every Grace, bu 
Then thus aloud — Ceaſe, ceaſe, fond Youth, A 
he cry'd, 
And ſtem thy raging Grief's impetuous Tide. M 
Muſt Heaven's eternal Laws be chang'd for W 
THe. + Fa 
And bend to Paffion, Duſt, and Miſery? [| 
O'er all Mankind pale Grief extends his M. 
Reign, 
Victors and vanquiſh'd all muſt wear his 
/ Chain, | 2 
Droop under piercing Woes, or toſs in raging 
Pain. 

Then why, weak Man, doſt Thou regret thy 
Fate ? 

Was thy Birth noble, or thy Fortune gn 


— 
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. Richard U. Grandchild to King Edward Ill. 
being the Son and Heir of the Black Prince, and 
aged eleven Tears, was after the Death of his 
Grand-father crowned King of England, July the 
x6th, Anno 13%, and was ſent to the Towet 
in. abe te uty· tbitd Tear of his Reigy, aud from 
thence to Pontfract Caſtle in Yorkſhire, where 
He was aſſaſſinated by Sir Pierce er and 

[hight or ber armed Men. 


| How 
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How oft have Royal Robes receiv'd a Stain, 
And the Crown Jewels glitter'd all in vain ? 
The bright Tiara once adorn'd my Head, 
And round my Temples regal Luſtre ſhed, 
But angry Fate my dazling State o'erturn'd, 
And in this very Room the lonely Monarch 

mourn'd. FREED | 
My perjur'd Kinſman proudly ſeiz'd the Throne, 
Whilſt fickle Crouds the ſtern U ſurper own. 
Farther, to render all my Woes compleat, 
| laid my Scepter at that Exile's Feet. 
My blooming Bride to France was driven away, 
Aud Love and Empire loſt in one difaltcous 

Day. ERS. 
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Ot princely Pomp the melancholy Shade. 
There oft when Slumber clos'd my wearied Eyes, 


| Fallacious Scenes With antient State would 


riſe ; 
Again rich Jewels in the Crown would glow, 
And ſhining Crouds at awful Diſtance bow; 
but when | wak'd, and call'd my Guards * 
around, _ 7 1 
Echo alone return'd the hollow Sound, 
Ur Ghoſts that nightly skim'd along the fatal 
Ground. 7 1 
Thus dark and ſad roll'd ev'ry tedious Hour, 
When ſtripp'd of Empire, and depriv'd of Pow'r, 
Nor only ſo, but trampled on by Scorn, 
The Vulgar us'd me like a Wretch forlorn. 
5 2 But 
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But Guilt and Fear rack'd HENRY's cruel Bregf, 
Nor would the Furies ſuffer him to reſt, 
Till Death had clos'd this finiſh'd Scene of. 
Woe, 
And the loſt Prince receiv'd his fatal Blow. | 
Juſt as the Dinner crown'd my lonely Board, 
And fainting Nature long'd to be reſtor'd, 
Nine furious Ruffians ruſh'd into the Room, 
Dark as the Skies o'ercaſt with angry Gloom, 
Death menac'd in their Looks, and fir'd ny 
Blood, 
And active Vigour ran thro' all the purple F look; 
| view'd the Murd'rers with a fierce Diſdain, 
Whilſt ſharp Reſentment beat in ev'ry Vein, 
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come in vain, 
For like a Prince, I made a noble Stand, 
And ſnatch'd a Halberd from a Rebel's Hand; 
Reſiſtleſs Slaughter hung upon the Blade, 
And four Aſſaſſins at my Feet I laid: 
Ii vain did they their ſudden Fate deplore, 
They bled, they fell, and falling roſe no. more, 
The conſcious Walls return'd their dying Sound, 
And mangled Limbs lay quiv'ring on the Ground. 
Then barbarous Exton flily wrought my Fall, 
And kill'd a Man ſuperior to them all: 
Had but the Traytor met my vengeful Eye, 
In vain the Pole-Ax had been lifted high ; | 
The Coward's Heart had ſheath'd ay ſharper 
Steel, 


And burſt with Pangs a Villain ought to = : 
U 


lie EK . 2 
, WTbus ſpoke the Prince —-and Nately t. then with. 
drew, 
Nor could the Youth the Royal Shade purſue. 
hot whilſt He mourn'd that Monarch's diſmal 
Fate, # 
Reverſed Empire, and ae ede State, 
He ſaw another Window op 'ning wide, 
And there a * Perſon dreſt in Black deſery'd, 
, A pious Air appear'd thro” all his Face, 
m And deck'd each Feature with an awful oer 
But Sorrow there had left a diſmal Trace. 
od: How ſoon (He cry'd) does Human Glory fade, 
Like ſpringing Flowers that paint the verdant 
[ Glade; 
„ot only fades, but t turns to Gloom and Woe 
\ by Heav*n's Decree, and Fate's reſiſtleſs Blow. 
When firſt I enter'd on this Earthly Ball, 
3; Wb thouſand Joys Rood waiting for my Call; 
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* Henry VI. Son of King Henry V. an Infant 
of nine Months old, was crowned King, and the 
Duke of Glouceſter made Protector of his Perſon 
Realm; and the Duke of Bedford eſtabliſhed 
Regent of F rance. But in the thirteemth Tear 
if the Reign of King Edward IV. was ſound 
dead in his Chamber in the Tower, being (as. 
reported) cruelly murdered, ſtabbed with 
Dagger by the Duke of Glouceſter, King Ed- 
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Deck d with the Luſtre of my Father's Anke 


Fame, 

_ His noble Sword receiv'd a b Stein, 
And vet'ran Armies bled in one Campaign 
Scarce had nine Moons rolPd a o'er my 

Head, 
And ſpringing Bloom an Infant Beaney ſhed, 
But England join'd with France, proclaim'd me 
King, 

And ſounding Fame tretch'd ev ry dazlingWing. 

Majeſtick Lyons round my Standards ſhin'd, 

And mingling Lillies glitter'd in the Wind. 

My Coronation follow'd; and a Boy 

Receiv'd the Enſigns of Imperial Joy: 

The Royal. Ring with blended Jewels gay 
Did round my Temples dazling Gleams diſplay; 
The poliſh'd Saphire ſhed a Heavenly Blue, 
While trembling Green from ſpotleſs Em' 

ralds flew, 

And lovely Rubies ſhone triumphant to the 

View. 

But ſoon my cmiliog Skies were overcaſt, 

And Storms aroſe with Death in every Blaſt. 

Firſt France revolted from our mild Command, 

And Exgliſ Blood enrich'd the Gallic Land. 

Then dire Rebellion rais'd her monſtrous Head, 

And thro' the Land fermenting Poiſon ſpread: 


Firſt 
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Who conquer'd France, and gain's immortal 
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„ ict a vile Ruſtick “did the Laws oppoſe, 
tal And the mad Croud in giddy Tumults roſe : ' 
The haughty Wretch elate to Loxdox came, 
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Preſumpruous, ſcatter'd wild Sedition's Flame 
Nor fear'd the Terror of the Royal Name. 
ny Bot Vengeance ſoon the daring Miſereant found, 
And his dire Faction ſunk beneath the mighty 
Wound. | 
me Yet then, Heav'n knows, no keen Reſentment 
ſtain'd 
0g. Te joyful Triumph which our Arms had gain'd; 
Fire hundred Pris'ners ſhar'd our Princely 
Grace, 
Reviving Mercy ſhew'd an Angel's Face, 
And ſet the Wretches free from Torture and 
Diigrace. 
Some few Examples Juſtice did demand, 
To teach Obedience to a fickle Land. 
Then factious YoRK with vain Ambition fir'd, 
To lawleſs Pow'r and diſtant Crowns aſpir'd: 
What Streams of Blood thro' all the Land were 
ſhed ! | 
And his J/hite Rofe was 3s dy'd with fatal Red! 
Brothers with Brothers were at mortal Strife, 
Nor did the Son regard his Father's Life. 
Whilſt Death in Triumph ſtalk'd Re all the 
Land, | 
And Nature mourn'd his unrelenting Hand. 


rl 
® Jack Cade. 7” 
Witneſs 
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Witneſs St. Albans, where five thouſand bled, 
And mighty Warriors mingled with the Dead. 
There, SOMERSET receiv'd his fatal Wound, 
And CLirrorD's Blood diſtain'd the hoſtile 
| Ground. 
Upon my Neck a roving Arrow flew, | 
Juli pierc'd the Skin, and rais'd a ſanguine Dew; 
A nobler Arm had ſent it to my Heart, 
And ſet me free from ev'ry future Smart, 
To a low Cottage then the Monarch fled, 
And a thatch'd Roof receiv'd a Royal Head: 
No Palace now with Cedar nobly ceil'd, 
Nor Beds of Silk could downy Slumbers yield. 
Then faithleſs YoRK pretended to be mild, 
And with falſe Arts his eaſy Prince beguil'd: 
No ſolemn Oaths his reſtleſs Soul could bind, 
And all his Vows were ſcatter'd in the Wind. 
So Tygers couch the better to ſurvey, 
The Soil around, and ſeize their deſtin'd Prey. 
His native Pride with double Rage return'd, 
And vengeful Plots in his dark Boſom burn'd: 
Again new Armies try'd the doubtful Field, 
And Treach'ry made our fainting Squadrons 
yield; | 


Had GREy ſtood firm, the Conqueſt had been ſure, 
And bleeding England found a ſpeedy Cure. 
Hard Fate, that thus rebellious Armies roſe, 
Their gentle Sov'reign vilely to depoſe; 
Since fierceſt Traytors own'd my Temper meek, 
My guiltleſs Blood how could their Malice 


ſleek? 
But 
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But when mad Fury poiſons all the Blood, 
And rolls in Tides along the recking Flood, 
Tumultuous Crouds ruſh on without Controul, 
And ſavage Paſſion ſhakes the ſpotted Soul. 


Courſers untam'd, thus ſcour along the Plain, 2 | 
And ſnuff the ſwifter Wind with fierce Dit-; 


an, 

Nor can the Charioteer their fixing Race re 5 
Ram. 

Whilſt thus Succeſs on haughty Yorx did. wait, 

He enter'd London in triumphant State. 

A naked Sword before Him fiercely gleam'd, 

And from his Eyes a ſparkling Stetrnneſs ſtream'd, 

Could ſuch a Prince give anxious Nations Reſt ? 

Or chace Vexation from the throbbing Breaſt ? 

Rather He ſpread deſtruQive Miſchief round, 

Swell'd every Grief, and tortur'd every Wound. 

But Vengeance ſhaded all his Schemes with 
Death. 

And fleeting Grandeur vaniſh'd with his Breath, 

Juſt at the op'ning of bleſt Cbriftwas Day, 

When Joy prevails, and ev'ry Houſe looks gay; 

When grateful Tranſports warm each Zealous 

Breaſt, 

With bright Ideas of eternal Reft. 

Malefield then paid what fam'd St. Albans ow'd: 
and tinking Lokk atton'd for STAFFORD $ 
Blood. 

But what avails a tranſient Gleam of Joy, 


One ſudden Turn did all my Hopes c— k 
© 
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The Son accompliſh'd what the Father ſought, 

Ev'ry dark Scheme to full PerſeQion( 

brought, 

And Victory crown'd the Youth beyond nd 
_ utmoſt Thought. 

He gain'd the Glories of Imperial Popper 

Whilſt weeping Hex languith'd in the Tower 

Vhen ſeven long Yeats were ſpent in pungent 
Grief, 

Fallacious Pleaſure gave a ſhort Relief: 

Again my Crown with Triumph was reſtor' 

And willing Nations own'd their injur'd Lord, 

But cruel Fate ſoon made the Bleſſing vain, 

Short was the Bliſs, and tranſient was my Reign. 

WARWICK (like MERLIN) rais'd a Fairs Scene. 

The Palace glitter'd, and the Groves look“ 

green. | 

Yet ſoon we ſaw their richeſt Beauties fade, 

Sink deep in Night, and mingle with the Shade; 

To this Apartment I again return'd, 

And here a Pris'ner all my Life I mourn'd. 

My only Son, juſt in his op'ning Bloom, 

With barb'rous Rage was hurry'd to his Tomd: 

The proud Uſurper gave the leading Blow, 

Then mingling Swords made Purple I orrents 
flow. 

With. various Wounds they made his Boſom 
gay, 

And low on Earth young bleeding EDWARD lay. 

So the fair Lilly lcans his drooping Head, 

When newly torn from his delicious Bed. 

GLOS'TER 
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zL0s'TER and HASTINGS then * Blood com · 
bin'd, 
ind WaRWIcE's Rage with Doxser's Ponyard 
join'd. 
n Vengeance fell on ev'ry Head, 
nd in their Turns the guilty Nobles bled. 
hus num'rous Sorrows did my Glory ſtain, 
nd piercing Grief rack'd ev'ry trembling Vein- 
o flagrant Crimes produc'd this mighty Woe, 
lor did my Mis'ry from my Vices flow, 
rom Virtue's Paths I never looſely ſtray*d, 
ut, tho? a Prince, Religion's Laws obey'd: 
reſerv'd Devotion with aſſiduous Care, 
nd ſtood ſecure from ev'ry ſenſual Snare. 
he proudeſt Beauties dreſt in all their Charms, 
uld never tempt me to their wanton Arms. 
0 ſavage Fierceneſs ever ſtain'd my Mind, 
o Rebels meek, and e'en to Traytors kind. 
Ft was my Life to Grief a wretched Prey, 
d rending Storms drove ev'ry Sweet away: 
Ill GLos'TER's Sword puſh'd on my fatal 
Hour, 
nd Royal Blood diftain'd the mournful Tower, 
hen to St. Paul's my Body was convey'd, . 
d my pale Face to open View diſplay'd. 
nen re Blood ran | freſh from every 
t Vengeance call'd ta ſtain'd the ſacred 
Ground. | 

gaudy Trophies at my Fun'ral blaz'd, 
Torches ſhone, nor crouding Legions gar'd: : 

No 


TER 
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No ſolemn Service, nor harmonious Choir, 
Nor ſwelling Organs did the Soul inſpire, ( 
Io ſcorn terreſtrial Joys, and raiſe her Wikes 
higher. W 
But diſmal Silence thro” the Abbey reign's, 


And awful Gloom unrivall'd State maintain'd, A 
| Tl 

H ceas'd—And CLARENCE® to the Windov WM a 
came, Al 
Once a bright Warrior of i Fame; 0 


Oft had He triumph'd in the doubtful Field, W 
And mark'd with Crimſon his victorious Shield; 7. 
But by his Brother's treach'rous Arts betray'd, Co 
His lofty Plumes deep in the Duſt were laid, 0: 
Soil'd with Deſpair and Death's a a de 

Shade. W 
The ſprightly Product of the gen*cous Vine, 


Which warms the Heart, and makes the Faro ©, 
| ſhine, An 
Deſtroy'd the Duke with a ſurrounding Flood 
Stiffen'd each Nerve, and froze his vital Blood p. 
He told Berinthas his diſaſtrous Death, He 
And how indignant He reſign'd his Breath; He 
The Murd'rers Guilt in lively Colours drew, An 
Then ſought the Shade, and ſilently with- dre 


* Brother to King Richard III. 


Wut 
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Wuen * two bright Youths at Ditance did 
appear, 

Like April Flourets in the infant Year: 

When balmy Violets ſip the filver Dew, 

And pleaſant Show'rs till keep their Verdure 
new, 

The Eldeſt ſhone in Cloaths of gloſſy Red, 

Around his Breaſt a Star rich Luſtre ſhed, 

And ductile Gold in gay Meanders ſpread. 

Of ſofter blue the Younger wore a Veſt, 

With ſilver Sprigs and fine Embroid'ry dreſt, 

Then thus the foremoſt to Berinthus cry'd, : 

Curb thy Deſires, and mortify thy Pride ; 

Obſcure thy Birth, and thy Deſcent was mean, 

dee here the Off: ſpring of a beauteous Queen, 

Who paſs'd thro? Woes unknown, and trod 
the darkeſt Scene. 

Our faithleſs Uncle treach'rous Arts prepar'd, 

And prov'd our Bane who ſhould have been our 
Guard, 

When ſet on Murder, and intent on Blood, 

He loudly clamour'd for the publick Good. 

He like a ſpeckled Serpent rold along, | 

And darted Miſchiefs from his forked Tongue: 


0 
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„King Edward V. and bis Brother, The Former 
reigned but 1wo Months and ten Days. 
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Tho? ſoft his Speech, and flatt'ring were hi 
Words, 
They ſtung like Aſps, and plerc'd like poinc 
Swords. 

In vain two Nations own'd me as their King, 

And joyful Shouts made Heav'n's high . Arche 
ring, 

Since, all my Palace was this fatal Tow'r, 

And piercing Grief ſtain'd ev'ry youthful Hour, 

No proper Marks of Honour here were 
ſhown, | 

| The Sweets of Pow'r and Luſtre of a Throne, 

To Me, a Monarch, were alike unknown. 

But the proud Tyrant could not reſt ſecure, 

Till this young Prince was likewiſe in his 
P ow'r; 3 

With ſhow'ry Eyes the Queen r ign'd her Son 

And her Delight for ever then was gone. 

Relentleſs I'YRREL to our Chamber came, 

Juſt as the Sun diffus'd a roſie Flame, 

He cut us off from the reviving Light, 

And ſeal'd our Eyes in Shades of laſting Night 


Tnus perjur'd RICHARD gain'd the tempt- 
ing Crown, | | 
Whilit in his Breaſt the laſhing Furies frown. 
They ſpread a Terror thro' his anxious Breaſt, 


And ghaſtly Spectres broke his balmy Reſt; 4 "9 
Where Guilt comes on, there Lerro lays be- ““ 
hind, er) 4 


| And dreadful Tempeſts gather in the Wind. 
Tus 
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Tavs having ſaid, the Princes went their 
Way, 

And the Lord * HasTixGs did his Fate diſplay, 

Who loſt his Life by GLos'TER's cruel Rage, 

That Bane of Peace, and Monſter of the Age, 

The Tears diſtill'd as He rehears'd his Woe, 

Th infultiog Tyrant, and the ſudden Blow. 
Strong Gults of Paſſion ſeem'd to ſhake his 

| Breaſt, 

And moving Strains his inward Grief confeſt. 

| | roſe (ſaid He) upon my fatal Day 

Wich active Strength and manly Vigour gay; 

My vital Flood rolt'd wich und ſüel Haſte, 

Conſeſous that Morning was to prove my 

laſt; 


MN, 


bt. * The L Lord 4 Hain was ever faithful r 
King Ed ward and his Family. Him the 
* PFfrector attempted by great Gifts nd Promiſes 
% win to his Party, but finding it was in vain, 
te Himſelf arreſted Him, 2 accuſed Him f 
t, %% Treaſon, and forthwith without any other 
Proceedings and Jadgment, cauſed bim to be carri- 
„dont into the Green (they being then in the Tow- 


et) and hir Head to be cut off. 
L 2 
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But beedleſs I, of future Joys preſum'd, 
And ſunk in Death when all wy. Wikes 


dloom'd. \ 
Had 1 obſerv'd the courteous STAxLEY's Drean Wl | 
My happy Flight had been a joyful Theme E 
For all my Friends; GLos'TER alone had - 
mourn'd, 8 
And I in Pomp with Ricunokn had returns. y 
But when we fall by Heaven's e De. 8 
cree, | | 
We take no Warnings, nor no Snares we ſee, 
But ruſh intrepid on reliſtleſs Fate, | 
Bleed as we think, and then repent too late, Fr 
| Tho! Zeal for Orphans: ſeem'd to york ol _ 
K 
Yet * EDwaRD's Death for ſure Rereng did 
call : Te 
That ſcarlet Crime hung heavy o'er my Head, ” 
And my laſt Hours with Terror overſpread 7 
8 n r 3 
Pe 
23 Out 
—— the 
| MD 5 De, 
Son to King Henry VI. 105 
| 7 


HE coal 400 won a * 1247 did S 
With Eyes ſerene, and with an Afpe& clear, 
In ſofteſt 'Accentsſhe declar'diher Doom © 
How jealous Rage did blaſt her early Bloo:n, & 
And chang'T her Palate to afſleut Tomb. 
No ſoft Entteaties Hanxy's Heart could me 
Stern to the Fair, and eruel to his Love. 
Yet Victue — the darkeſt Fields of Night, 
Shines thro' in and — ne 
bright. ut en £00741 

A 'venerabte*4 Man next took bis Tum 
No whom the wiſett might Inſtruction learn. 


. 7 : 5 
8 2 Py a. Aa. 1 n FF 2 4 A 1 n 


. 15 
1 E | 12 >, 
$ 3.1 . a 
* 


; . Sitt! da SI &a 1.3 $58. 2&1 P 

Queen Anne Boleyn, in the twerity-eighth 
Tear of King Henry VIII's. Reign was appre- 
bended and ſent to the Tower, where ſhortly af- 

ter She was arraigned before the Duke of Norfolk 
(itting as High Steward) and twenty-ſix Peers, 
and anſwered ſo fully to all Objectiout, that the 
Peers bad acquitted Her but for the Dake of 
Suffolk, who wholly applied Himſelf to gratify 
the King's Humour, and She tuas condemned to 
Death, either to be burut in the Green, or to be 
bebraded, at the King's Pleaſure, * 
+ &r Thomas More was ſent to'4bs Tower = 
in the Fes te Tear 7 be Reze of Kung 
Heury VIII. 7: [S514 5336 6222 
* 3 | The 
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The Chancellor a noble Figure made, 
In all his proper Ornaments array'd: 
As when He ſate in Council at the Board, 
we Wu d Suppliants to the Rights reltor'd. 


„ 


/ 


8 F 

> Tavs be 3 What lads can . fore 1 

, His Joys ſhail laſt, or Grandeur ſtand ſecure? K 
Progreſſive Learning did my Youth adorn, H 
And not one Cloud to ſhade the ſmiling Mom; H 
Still as my Years increas'd Succeſs came on, T 
And proſp'rous Hours in deauteom Circles 


ſhone. Tl 
My Royal Maſter made, each Minute fair, Tl 
And brought me forward with indulgent Care, Tt 
Did not diſdain to treat me like a Friend, Ar 
Or vacant Hours with Me familiar ſpend... Fe 
Oft in the grateful Silence of the Night, 
When twinkling Stars diſplay'd a n. To 
| Light, N ine On 
Their rolling Orbs together we mul | | 
And joint Remarks upon their Nature made. ot 
Yet Storms unſeen with ſudden Fury roſe, wo” 
Fomented Jars, and baniſh'd ſoft Repoſe. | | 
Nought but my Death my Soy'raign they R 
could pleafe, thirs 
(Rough and tempeſtuous like the Nonher VII} 
| Seas ) the C 
Nor pious Fiskxk's Death his faming wu! bar 
appeaſe. | hh, a 
No friendly Planet then its Influence ſhed, + var 


To keep the Steel _ * devoted Head: 


Yet 


les 
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Yet with due Courage I my Life reſign'd, 
And 12 F ear deliver'd to the Wind. 


HE added not—and. then an „Earl appear d, 
For riſing Grandeur once by all rever'd. 
Tho' low bis Birth, tho' his Deſcent but mean, 
He well became the moſt exalted Scene; 
His matchleſs. Virtues brighten'd ev'ry Place 
He ſhone in all with a ſuperior Grace, 
To garter'd Dukes, lord of nobleſl / 

Race. | 

Then thus the Earl Bxn INTHUS did addreſs, 4 
Thy ſwelling Grief's i impetuous Tide ſuppreſs, 
Thro all the Earth promiſcuous Sorrows fall, 
And rack the Tenants of this earth ly Ball: 
From Him whoſe F cet on Golden Carpets 

tread, 


To lab'ring Peaſants in the lonely Mead. 
Once > ROY Pleaſures did my Hours em- 


la new . Batight and freſh redundant Joy. | 


1 


* Thomas Cromwell, Earl of Eſſex, in the 
thirty-ſecond Tear of the Reign of King Henry 
VIII. was une æpectedly apprehended fitting at 
the Council-Table, and committed to tbe Tower, 
war accuſod in Parliament of Treaſon and Here- 
„ and without being brought to bis An 118 
Was condemned and beheaded. 


bn 
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In Ghureh Aﬀelrs che _ laben, | 


made, . HF 1142 1 aw d{38 
The Infant a elaim · C my Aid, 
Had all my Hear aud thriv'd beneath 0 
Shade. . 40 1011410 40 In 16 

ill haughty Nokrork wich the Monks tom- 

din'd, 5 | 211.162 RMIW 5; 
And wronght my Fan, with crafty SURREY 
Jjoin'd. e 
Impartial Juſtice lig Repfltel mE 0 
And SuRRExv's Head as low as mine ge 
Nor could his Wit or pofiſbd Genius five 
The buſy Stareſ-man from an earky Grave. 
Heav'n knows the conſtant Tenour of my Life, 
Was fill'd with Love, not'ſtain'd with Wrab 

and Strife. - 2 $4: 4 2 of TIL, 48:7; 
By various Ways 1 Gratitude expreſt, 

And chac'd DejeRion from the anxious ml 
Stood by my Friends When finkidg in the Shade, 
And num'rous Woes their 1 1 Hparks ai 

may'd. 

Thus when aſpiring Worsty's Hopes were 
loſt, 

And Nobles ſtrove "= ſhould Aigraep Him 

> 5} moſt, 1 

In open ene my 80 7 1 

And, call'd for Pity wheu the Monarch frown'd, 

Vet, I confeſs, when my own Death drew near, 
My Courage droop'd beneath prevailing Fear 

In abject Terms, ſubmiſſive, [ implor'd .. 


n (in vain) from my relentleſs Lord. 
What 
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What He deny'd the King of Kings beſtow'd, 
And heavenly Love in boundleſs Currents 
flow'd. 
He ſaid no beben * SOMERSET 
came on, 
Who once ſublime in his Meridian ſhone, 
ProteQor of the King, and Guardian of his 
Throne. | 
At once the Prince's and the SubjeQ's Joy; 


His Bliſs ran clear without the leaſt Alloy, 


Till ſpotted Envy rais'd her direful Head, 
And with Her Venom ſtruck the Hero dead. 
The Hill was crouded when the Patriot dy'd, 
And grizly Death in all his Pomp defy'd. 
Oft had He view'd Him on the martial Plain, 
Nor fear'd his Terrors in the red Campaign. 
Undaunted therefore He reſign'd his Breath, 
Smil'd on his Pain, and beautify'd his Death. 
But piercing Grief ſeiz'd EDWARD" s Royal 
Breaſt, 
And Fangs of Sorrow not to be expreſt. 


3 2 2 1 
1 —_ 


- 
— a —Ü— 
* * 1 


* Jn the fixth Year of King Edward VI. the 
Dake of Somerſet wa, ſent to the Tower, and 
tho) the King laboured to ſave his Uncle, yet by 


the Violence of his Enemies, he was brought to 
the Scaffold eo Months | after his Condemna- 


1108, 


Diſſoly'd 
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Diſſolv'd in wen, the Monarch cit would 
ſay, 

Would no kind F fiene for noble SYritousl 
pray, 

Or try to ſtem the Tide which bore his Life 
away! 

The Duke at large did to the Vouth relate 

His ſplendid Life and his exalted State, 

How ſuppliant Nobles waited at his Call, 

And Nations wept at' his difaftrous Fall. 


Tux He withdrew—And a young * Lady 
came, 

Whoſe matchleſs Virtues far deen Fame 

Uncommoa Wit with perfect Beauty join'd; 

Fair was her Face, but brighter was her Mind: 

She ſeem'd to ſtand in richeſt Garments drefl, 

And cluſt'ring Rubies glitter'd on her Breaſt, 

Hard was my Fate the blooming Virgin cry'd, 

Condemn'd when Queen, and mY when 

a Bride, 

Yet 'tis well known [I never ſought the rom 

Empire 1 lighted, and deſpis'd Renown. 

In ſolid Learning plac'd my chief Delight, 

The Pleaſure of the Day, and Solace of the 


Night. 


» Lady Jane Giay. | 
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Bat envious Death ſoon rifled, all my Charms, 
and rudely ſnatch'd me from my DupDLEr's 8 
Arms. 
Thus ſudden Storms lay blooming Sed BY 
walte, | 
he lovely Beds of Flow'rs are all defac'd, 
nd fragrant Bloſſoms fall before th' impetu- 
ous Blaſt. _ 
hen brighter Scenes did open to my View, 
For ever glorious and for ever nem; 
eleſtial Flow*®rs ſmil'd with unfading Red, 
\nd Heav*nly Crowns immortal Luſtre ſhed. 


Tae Lady ceas d next at the Window 
ſhone 

\ youthful x Warriour, once of great Renown, 

Vho joyful fill'd the moſt illuſtrious Scene, 

ne happy Fav'rite of a Virgin Queen: 

Vhoſe potent Arms made vet'ran Squadrons 
yield, | 

Andgain'd rich Trophies from the bloody Field. 

lot only ſo, but triumph'd on the Main, 

nd ſunk th? Armada of inſulting Spain. 

his mighty Princeſs made his Grandeur bright, 

till near the Throne, and frequent in her Sight, 


66—— — 


Robert D' Evereur, Earl of Eſſex, was ſent 
to the Tower, and beheaded 1601. 


But 


120 The TO E R. 
But flatt'ring Fortune ſtabb'd him with a Smile, H 
And fond Ambition did His Hopes beguile. An 
At once He loſt His Honour and his Head, | 
And Royal Favours vaniſh'd as He bled. Ra 
He told his Charge with a becoming Air, 
How dark his Exit, and his Life how fair; 
Then ſudden vaniſh'd from Berinthas Sight, 
And ſought the lonely Covert of the Night. 


BExoLD, great RALEIGH next appears in 

- Yew, 
Whoſe ſpotleſs Fame will ſhine for ever new. 
The Camp or Cabinet could well adorn, 
And Plans project for Nations yet unborn. 
He heard the Waves in all their Terror roar, 
And View'd the Product of each diſtant Shore, 
Where rougheſt Storms and driving Snow pre- 

vail, | A 

Or Zephirs breathe in ev'ry balmy Gale. 


* S;r Walter Raleigh in the Tear 1618. war 
committed to the Tower, and thence brought 10 
the King's Bench-Bar, where the Record of l 
Conviction at Wincheſter was read, and it u 
demanded why Execution ſhould not be done 1 


on Him according to the former Judgment. He a Fe 
ſwered, that His Judgment was voided by 1 — 

late Commiſſion given Him by the King. Nu 
withftanding He was beheaded next Morning. "< 


He Vo 
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He well deſcrib'd the Wonders He ſurvey d, 

And all the World with beammooms Art dif 

play'd; 

. Rais'd antient Heroes from the Shades of Ni iht, 
And plac'd their Virtues in the faireſt Light. 

. WH Confummate Wiſdom breathes in ev'ry Line, 

Where ſprightly Wit, and ſolid Learning ſhine. 


; ag 
42 
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bond the Hero cry'd, with ſome Diſdain, 

My Care was fruitleſs, and my Labour vain, - 

u $217 AxNIA's Glory thro" the Earth to ſpread, 
Or fave my Prince when ſinking to the dead. 

„ gd with black 2 [ languiſh'd in a 


N 

And ſtudious Grief ld ev v'ry circling low: . | 

Yet Priſon Sorrows did my Soul refine, 

Made Virtue- thrive, and patient Meckneſs 
ſhine. A 

$ Jewels: ſet in Jet more bright appear, 

And the dark Foil makes all their Beauties 
clear, 

Then one ſharp Sentence ſet me free nad Pain 

The bleeding Victim of revengeful oi. 


Whoſe Grandeur once the Nobles did revere, 


* Princes view'd, with Wonder and with 
ear. 


Then full in view there came 2 ſtately f Pe er, 8 


1 


— 


— — 


Thomas Wentworth Earl ef Strafford L 
| was executed Anno 1649, 


. .. M | But 
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But factious Storms the ſinking StateC:man toll, 
In wild Ambition's boundleſs Whiriponl loſt 
Long did the King prevent the diſmal; Blow, 
And ſereen the Victim from his deſtin'd Woe. 


At laſt, quite tir'd, he gave the Torrent way, 
And fix'd the Time for. See fatal 


98 


Day. 
The Earl in Auden of Pathetic Woe,” 
Did to the Youth his Tragick Hiſt'ry ſhow. 
Harſh were my Foes, and wow was. thr 
Hate, 
To urge my Doom, and ** refidleſs Fate, 
They made new Laws, and ſhock'd the tot 

t'ting State. 

Thus while He ſpake, ſtrong Paſſion dme his 


Face, in 
And pale Regret diſcolour'd ev'ry Grace. 

No more his Viſage with a Luſtre ſhone, Ar 

But frowning He looked back, and mouin 5 

hurry'd on. 11 

69 $1 b 

Wren He went off, to cloſe the Tuze An 

Scene, | 

A ſprightiy * Youth advanc'd in beauteouf e 

Green. 

5 Ar 


— 


— 


8. * Janes Duke of naler w Keheak: 
ix vibe Tear 1689. 
Ric 


= OS 
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Rich as the Colours of the ſhining Field, 

When blooming Groves their fragrant In 
dure yield. _ 

A gloſſy Scarf acroſs his Boſom ſhone, _ 

And ſhed a Luftre as the Duke came on. 

In me (He ery'd) the wond'cing World ſur- 
vey'd, 

How Glory fleets, and nobleſt Triumphs fade. 

My early Tem were _ bright, and 
fair, p 

| thriv'd d my Father 's Royal Care, 

And various Honours did his Love declare. 

Then num'rous Fitts did my Youth adorn, 

And the rich biue by ſov'reign Princes worm- 

lu foreign Realms by Arms I gain't Re- 
nown, ' 

And riſing Laurels did our Battles crown. 

But ah ! too ſoon in ſtrong Purſuit of Fame, 

To Br1TAiN's Coaſt our Juckleſs Veſſel came; 

Tho' flatt'ring Gales their beſt Attendance 

paid, 

And.round the Shrouds and waving Streamers 
play'd. 

Yet grim. Deſpair check'd our advyent'rous 
Haſte, 

And Death ſtood near our deighto® _—_ to 
_ blaſt, 


M2. The 
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The tardy Nobles came not to my Aid, 1 
T gain'd but one, and He the Cauſe betray'd. A 

hut ſoon ww Lords their Don * de · 

| plore, - * 

And call'd a Hes 1 the Betis Shore. ' 

Yet joyſul Crouds proclaim'd their Darling N 

„ N 

And with their Shouts they made the Skies 

to ring, 


While deauteous Ladies did their An ailpla, 
And with "Hy made aſs Stunde 


gay. 

But litt Diſaſter all this Pomp Serturn'd, 
My Foes rejoyc'd, and F riends in Tor 
mund. 
Their Wounds and ban gave. me the grenel 
7 Smurt, 60 

Rack'd very. Vein, and abb'd my ble 
e 
They made a- noble Puſh to > gain the. F eld, | 
p as they fell, nor {OG W they 
Nor I my ſelf did us nor Danger feed, 
Led on the Front, and glitrer'd in the Rear, 


wu quite © N N 1 on "ow lonely But 
„ . And 
"oh hid all Day, and n now's 1 Night. 1 5 

ſeri 
1 e | 25 ˖ 


* King WILLIAM. The 
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The hollow Wind around me did complain, 
And my rich Cloaths were drench'd with dri- 
ving Rain. 

What Courage then could warm the edding 
Blood, 

When fainting Nature loudly call'd for Food?. 

When the pale Moon her  waining Silver ſhed, 

And SpeQres skimm'd o'er Manſions of the 
Dead. 

Careful I travers'd ev'ry neighb'ring Field, 

And pluck'd th Fruits that rural Scenes would 

yield. 


but ben vy Web ful Avarice dee 


For this 558 Tolty I ching's the ſoſter 
. Shade. 


On vonder Hhi benen d my teetlog Brest, 

and 0wii'd m Norden ih the Face of Death. 

#4 when awful Fite did call, 

bright As Nite, difaſtfrons was my Fall. 

$0, fe ftr Men in lovely Orim on dteſt, 

Delights th& Woitd, ins glietert in the Eaſt; 

The tuneful Birds. their cfferrful Mattins Ing, 

Pearch on the Tie or ſtretch a bolder 
Wing: | 

But in few Hours tempeſtuous Clouds ariſe, 

And gath'ring Gloom ſhades all the low'ring | 
Skies. 

Fierce Lightning's flaſh, and dareadful Thunders 
roll, 

And Terrors ſpread round ev'ry diſtant Pole: 


M 3 EReſiſtleis 
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Reſiltleſs Storms deſpairing Navies rend, . 
And ſhatter'd Fleets to watry Death deſcend,” 
Tntn young Berinthas ſtarted in a Fright, 
And with the Duke there fled his Viſion, and 

the Night. dne 


An erte lem Neu Sox 
on bis Grace the Arch. 
Han id Dumm. 


—ñ . 


— — 


By Honeſt * Jo. one bs af his Grace's 
Farmers in Fingal. 


yr ———— 2 * 


1 


5 a 222 k 


ws 
SN G not of the Draper's Praiſe, 
Nor yet of William Wood; 


But | ſing of a famoxs Lord, 
Who ſeeks his Country 's Good. 


* Dean Swirr. 


\ When ev'ry one turns round about, 
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II. "1 N IE 
Lord William's Grace of Dublin Toms. Th 
-*Fis He that firſt appears, ; 
Whoſe Wiſdom and whoſe | For 
Do far exceed his Years.” ob wh / 
III. 


In ev'ry Council and Debate, _ 
He ſtands for what r- rigb't.t; 
And (till the Fruth He will me 
_ Whate'er He e 


IV. 


Aud tho' ſome think Him in the wrong, 
Yet ſtill there comes a Seaſon, 


And owns his Grace had Reaſon. 
. 


His Firmneſs for the Pxblict Good, 

As He that k tro ws it ſwore, 

Has coſt his Grace for ten Veats paſt, 
. thouſand Pounds and more. 


* 
"= 
fo 
6 
1 
/ 


VI. Then 


gen 


New Favours ſtill to win, 
He makes no more to give ten Pounds,. 


Farmer Jo's Sox. 


VI. 


Then come the Poor, and dev hi, 
They leave him not a Croſs ; 
For He values not five . e 


Any 1 more than Woogs' $ Droſs. 


vil 
To beg His Fayour is the Way 


Than I to give a Pin. 


vin. 
Why, chan? s my Landlord, now the Squire 
Who all in Money wallows, 
He wou'd not give a Groat to ſave 
His Father from the Gallows. 


5 4 
* x * 
3 
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\ B:ſbop, ſays the noble *Sqwire, 4 
[ hate the very Name; | 

To have two thouſand Pounds a Year, 
O! 'tis a bycning Shame. | 


X. Two 


Two thouſund Pounds eur! 1=6 600 
And I to have but five; Lord- 


And under Him no Tenunt yet 
Was ever known co mrire. 


* 
Now from his Lordſhip? s Grace t % 


A little Piece of Ground, 
And all the Rent 1 pay fs ſearce- 
bers Shilling in the Fouad. 


Then Maſter Steward takes my Rent, 
And tells me, Honeſt Fo, 
Come, you muſt. take a Cup of sack 

Or two before: you go. 


XIII. 
- He bids me then to hold my Tongue, 
And up the Money locks, 


For fear my Lord ſhould ſend it all 
Into the poor Man Box 


xl V. Ab 


Farmer 7s Sona. "TE 
XIV. 


And once I was ſo bold to beg, 
That I might ſee his Grace; 

Good Lord! I wonder'd how 1 dar 
To look him in the Face. 


XV. 


Then PK” went upon my Knegs = 

| His Bleffing to obtain; 

He gave it me,. and. ever "I 
| find I thrive amain. 


XVI. 


Then ſaid my Lord, I'm very glad 
To ſee thee, honeſt Friend; 

know the Times are ſomething hard, 
But hope they ſoon will mend. 


XVII. 


Pray never preſs yourſelf for Rent; 
But pay me when you can; 

find you bear a good Report, 
And are an honeſt Man. 


. N 
. on 


A 15 
4 XVIII. Then 


x32 Farmer Jo's Som- 


XVIIL | 


Then ſaid his Lordmip, with a a Smile, | 
I muſt have lawful Caſh; 

1 hope you will not pay my Rent 

In that ſame Hood's Traſh. 


XIX. 


God bleſs your Grack, I then reply'd, _ 
I'd ſee him hanging higher 
| (Before I'd touch his filly "Drofs) 
Than is Clandalkis Spire. 


xx. n 


To ev'ry Farmer twice a Week, 

All round about the Toke; 

Our Parſon reads the Drapier's Books, 
And makes us honeſt F olk. ei 


XXI. 


And then I- went to pay the "Squire, 
And in the Way I found, 

His Balli driving all my Yang: 
Into the Parifo- Pound. 


XXII. Wh 


Farmer Jo's Sons. 
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Why, Sirrah, ſaid the noble *Sqzire, 
How dare you ſee my Face; 

Your Rent is due almoſt a Week, 
Beſides the Days of Grace. 


XXIII. 


| And yet the Land I from him hold 
| Is ſet ſo on the Rack, | 
That only for the Biſhop's Leaſe, 

Twould quickly break my Back. 


XXIV. 


Then God preſerve his Lordſhip's Grace, 
And make him live as long, 

As did Met buſalem of old, 
And ſo I end my Song. 


o 


x34 Out of Horace. 


<I> 


Out of Horack. 


1. 


1 


OUNG Che flies me asa Fawn 
Purſues her Mother o'er the Lawn, 
Who trembles as ſhe hears 
The Wind that in the 'Branches plays, 
The Lizards ruſhing in the Sprays, 
And pants with thrilling Fears. 


1 


Not as the crafty Fygreſs prowls, 
Not as the hungry Lyon growls, 
Do I thy Footſteps trace, 
Thy tim'rous Soul then undeceive, 
'Tis Time thy Mother now to leave, 
When Love purſues the Chace. 


4 Nen 


off New Ballad. 335 


BFF 


W 


A New Ballad by a Lavy. 
To the Tune of, To all 


You Lapz E $ NOW at 


Land, &c. 


>: 


s all You v Garkling IW higs at Court,” 
We Tories in the Tower, 
Declare we mean to ſpoil your Sport, 
By muſt'ring up our Power. 
For tho' you've laid Us faſt in Hold, 


Yet Beauty bids Defiance bold. 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 


II. 


And firſt the Fair of Villier's Race, 

A Race to Beauty born, wes: 

The freſheſt Bloom, the ſweeteſt Gua i 
Her matchleſs Face adorn, 

Our Land no Poet can afford | 


To praiſe her juſtly, but her Lord. 
With a fa, la, &c. 


x36 A New Ballad. 


III. 


The neighb'ring Realm for Beauty's Fame 
An antient Right revives, —_ 
Nor can ſhe plead a ſtronger claim 
Than what Emelia gives, 1 
For artleſs Charms, and native Mirth, 
Record the bonny Maids of Perth. 
With a fa, la, & 


IV. 


Fair Blacker conquers by Surprize, 
And double Arms ſhe bears, 
For whilſt her Form invades our Eyes, 
Her Muſick charms our Ears, 
Nature in her has joyn'd to pleaſe, 
Good-natur'd Wit, and graceful Eaſe. 


Wi:h . fa, ls Ke. 


V. 


Tho? lovely Harley's early Ray, 

Nov ſhines in youthful Bloom; 

The genial Influence of the Day, 
Shall brighten Charms to come. 

So does the bluſhing Morn atiſe, 

And radiant Glories paint the Skies. 


With a fa, la, &c. 
VI. Tho 


IV. 


Tho' thus maintain'd — native Arms, 
We fight with foreign Aid; 

May he be blind to Brisiſp Chargs, 
That dares reliſt the Swede. 3 


United Forces en 


Her lovely dre, graceful Air. 


With a fa, hy &c. 


| This Force drawn up at our Command, 
We bravely take the Field; 
Whoever dares our Arms withſtand, 

Prepare to dye or yield. | 
Do you appoint the Time and Phi 
We dare You bring a better MS | 


N 3 = 


138 Oat of Hoxact; 
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46 


To Libr on a FOP 
In Imitation of Hox ac. 


<< 


'OL Liddy, tell, why in your Arms difſolv'i i 8 
Young Cloday thus to ruin you're reſoly'd * 
Why, like th' Aſſyrian King, in ſhameful Eaſe 
Now at his Toilet paſſes He his Days? 
Why learn'd Acquaintance changes He for 
Beaus, 
And leaves his Books to ſtudy handſome Cloaths? 
Why on that Shelf which Homer once did grace, 
Stand Red-HeeP d-Shoes, and Halbes for the 
Face ? 2 
And in that Place where the great Virgil Jay, 
A Taylor's Bill, and a vile modern Play? 
Had the brave Greek in Female Habit dreſt, 
Such Queſtions ask'd, He never had been preſt, 
But might in Peace his Petticoats have wore, 
And unſuſpeRed ſhunn'd the Pbrygias Shore. 


ON 


| On Miſs Moxxics. 139 


Miſe MORRICE 


SY E T Bloſſom of as ſweet a Tree, 
1f Bloſſoms may compare with T hee, 


Who art all , or wilt de. 


The Charms of all thy charming Race, 
With each Hereditary Grace, 
Nature has painted in thy lovely Face. 


There all that's ſoft and ſweet is drawn, 


And Rays of Beauty, more than Dawn; 
So early, yet ſo bright a Morn. 


Already i in each lovely Eye 
Ten thouſand lurking Cupids lye, | 
Who * killing, While they learn to dye. 


Since now thy Infant Graces warm, 
How will they then our Souls diſarm, 
When Wit with Beauty joins to harm. 


If. 


ay 


9 o Miſs" Monate. 


If in a Summer s Morn we ſhun | 


The Viggur of the Morning Sun, 
; How fhall we bear his potent Blaze at . 


b 8 0 s | 


Ladj Berry NO Rs AP! 
Recovery _— the Small 
Pox. Uh 


J. 


A S Venus from her Sphere ſurvey'd, 
Herbert divinely ſhine, 
Has Earth it's Venus too ſhe ſaid, 
| Whoſe Brightneſs rivals mine. 


II. 
The Goddeſs of her Throne afraid, 
To cure her juſt. Alarms, 


Refolves to blaſt the lovely Maid, 5 


And ſully all her Charms. 
III. To 


Ox Lady B. HERBERT. 


III. 


To Beauty's greateſt Foe ſhe fled, 
And the loath'd Haggard found, 

Near the dark Manſions of the Dead, 
Hemm'd with Diſeaſes round. 


"Wy 


Then marks the Obje& of her Hate, 
Whoſe Beauty gave Offence, 

The Fury mollifies her Fate, 
Charm'd with ſuch Innocence. 


v. 


Love's Queen enrag'd, prepares to throw 
The Shaft with ſtronger Arm; 

But Czpid wards the frightful Blow, 

And ſhields the Fair from Harm. 


, VI. 


Rebellious and ungrateful Boy, 
Dar'ſt thou protect my Foe, 
Says Venus, threat'ning to deſtroy 

His Arrows and his Bow. 


VII. Cupid 
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is [ 


you 
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142 On Lady B. HERBERT. 


VII. 


Cupid can want no Darts, he cry'd, 
(Pointing to Herbert's Eyes) 

While thoſe bright Magazines provide 
Each Moment freſh Supplies. 


VIII. 


To Fove Love's angry Goddeſs bends 
Her Flight, Revenge to crave ; | 

Since when, on Herbert Cupid — 
A fond officious Slave. 


O Lady M. HERBERT. 1 43 


CZ OCD QSED9 SED gg z0gQ0 


Lach MARGARET HEerBERT'S Por- 
bidding any Body to come near 
Her, for fear ſhe ſhould infect them 
with the SMALL-Pox, from which 
She was juſt recovered. 


J. 


HOULDf ome bright Angel leave the Sky 
Sent by an angry Deity, 
To ſcourge the World's Offence ; 
A Form ſo glorious who could fly, 
Tho' arm'd with Peſtilence ? 


II. 


Need we the harmleſs Turtle dread? 

Can Roſes noctious Vapours ſhed? 
Are we defil'd by Snow ? 

Can Herbert an Infection ſpread, 
Sure none can that allow. 


7 


III. No, 


144 Or Lady M. HERBERT. 


III. | 


No, lovely Fair, we fear no Harms 

But Love, from ſuch engaging Charms; 
Who can have Pow'r to fly? 

When She with ſweet InfeQion arms, 
Each bright deſtroying Eye. 


72 


t 


EEA BAAN TA TATE 


To Mr. Pork, on his ſecond Sub- 
ſcription for Homes. 


You R Pex with MARLBOROUGH's Sword 
is much the ſame, 

He fought, you write, for Profit, more than 
Fame: Tn 

His Eagles after Grants and Penſious flew, 

And all your Lazre/s from Subſcripriows grew: 

His Friendſbip too, like yours, was falſe, and 
feignd, if 

No longer lsfting than his Ends were gain d: 

| Thus then at once, we both your Deeds rehearſe, 

Gold was his God of War, your God of Verſe 


o N 


%% ᷣw v. ̃ĩ . ˙ 


rd 


12. 


Tlie Salic-Law. 


ve 


_ 
The Salic-Law. 


WH E N migbey W1LLtan his dear Breath - 


reſign's, 
He left a Female Soecelſur behind. 


The Queen began her wiſe and gentle Sway, 


dhe mark'd his Footſteps, and purſu'd his Way. 


Our Neighbours then by ſad Experiehce ſaw 
The weak Foundation of the Salic Law. 


They curſe their cautious Anceſtors, and own. 


They want a Woinan to ſupport the Throne. 
From England"s Queen this fſi Opinion ſprings, 
That dares encounter with a'Brace of Kings. 
Her Fleets and Arms ſo dreadfully advance, 
To humble Spain, and tear the Heart of France. 
A Woman's Arm confounds the haughty Man- 


And Lewis trembles at the Name of ANNE. - 


vol. III. = YH ON 


344 EPIGRAMS. 
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j On Sir RSI . being 
: created a * ＋ the Garter. N 


—. E. Contr, Tate Bookſeller. 


TH E Garter'd 3 Warror, you te· 
ceive, 


From Lou, acquire more Honour,than they give; 
All Legendary Tales henceforth are vain: 
-T1 rue Blue, as worn by you, can never ſlain, 


b OE 0647 fir Err r. 


U the Dake of Wir I RTON'S renoun- 
cing the Proteſtant Reign, on 


o © 2 
7 * 4 3 


— B: ee com * n 


* "the SAKE. 


: WY 


— 


A Whic He was be, but at clengrh is am 


Papiſt, P 

Pray God fend the next Remove be der an h 
Atheiſt. An; 

| N. B. To believe every my and N is much 7 
che fame. * 


THE 


4 En cod 147 
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+ T HE 


MacnrieyinG-GLaAss, 


0 


1 ; 
1 ä 
T WO Virgias in the Prime of Liſe, 
Who each had rather been a Wife; 
Sally and Jenay were their Names, 
Like Siſters own'd their equal .Flames.- 
And talking in a merry Mood 
Of what ſome hold Man's chiefeſt Good: 
That, judg'd the largeſt, I his, the leaſt, 
| To ſait with her Affair the beſt. 
But uninform'd by Hand or Eyes, 
Of the true Standard manly Size, 
Now that, the Reader will ſurprize. 
For Lechery and Learning ſake, 
A Tryal they reſolv'd to make. 
That might give Fancy truer Scope, 
And ſome Ideas what to hope. * 


TREIR Brother they had often beard, 
"_ guiltleſs.both of Wit aud Beard ; 
— Sy Wai + 


148 The. Magnifhing-Glaſy, 
Was thought a Lad of parlous Parts, 
Ip what moſt takes with Female Hearts: 
Yet ſtill they doubted at thoſe Years, 

If he was rightly in-his Geers. 

His Sapling might in Time prove Timber, 
Nut now they fear'd it much too limber; 
And wiſh'd a project to contrive 

To make Fiſteen ſeem Twenty-five; 
To raiſe and round young Doodle's Fi igure, 
Big as the Biggeſt, what tho? bigger. 


An, Inſtrument was on the Table, 
Pray don't imagine this all Fable: 

With which their Sire was want to pore, 
On Flies and Maggots by the Hour. 
For he was one af thoſe ſhrewd Elves, 
Who ſtudy. all Things but themſelves, 
So mighty wiſe that he cou'd ſpy 
The Motes in Lana's radiant Eye. 

And yet ſo dull he could not find 
Which Way his. Daughters were inclin'd. 
The Girls more prudent would reduce, 
Philoſophy to common. Uſe. 
Their Scheme was pleaſant, and. was new, 
And thus the Rogues their Game purſue. 


Tux Booby Boy lay faſt aſleep, 
Aſide his Bed they flily creep ; 
And gently litting down the Sheet, 


| Their Eyes a bold Priapus meet. . 
| X Ered, 


ed, 


The Maynifiive-Glaſs. 
Erect, and firm as honeſt Truth, 

In all the comely Force of Youth, 
Sally directs the Optic Frame, 
jn a right Line before tbat Same; 
And each by Turns indulg'd her Sight + 
With the gay Scene it brought to Lig.. 
The Tube plumps up the nervous Featurt, 
And adds twelve Inches to its Stature. 
Happy, quoth Sally, were the Bride, 
With ſuch a Weapon: by her Side: = 
But prithee Jenny, let me ſee 

Th' Effect this Charm wou'd have on Phee 
With that ſhe flily bolts the Door, 


| And ſpreads the Wanton on the Floor. - 


Naked the little Gypſy lies, 

Her Legs extended, and her Thigh. 

The nice Surveyor mov'd the Glaſs, 

n curious-Search from Place to Place. 

Firſt view'd the ſpacious Laun —_ 2237 
Then all beneath the moſſy Grove. . N 
At laſt ſhe fix'd her active Sight PARTE, 
On the. ſweet Fountain of Delight. - 

When lo! it yawn'd ſochugeous 1 

That (burſt with Laughter)Sally cry'd,.. 

To fill that Gap, and end thy Cares, 
Would:ack more . chen dere are Hairs, 
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150 Initat ions of Horace. 


N 


Integer Vitæ. 


By Mr. PARSELIL. 


Imitation of Hor act's 


3 


* 


**. No Guards, no Pegaſean Horſe, 


Whoſe Conſcience from all Guilt refin's, | 
Ne'er like a Ghoſt does haunt his Mind; 


But lives ſecure without Defence, 
Arm'd with the Shiglds. of Innocence... 


II. 


What tho. He ſails the ſtormy Main, 
The Waves foam out. their Rage i in rain. 

If L ybia's Sands He travels o'er, 

Where ſavage Beaſts, for Hunger roar, 
Their Rage, their Hunger they —_— 
And lay down couchayt at his. Feet. 


| FF needs no Bows, no warlike Force, 


III. While 


4 — — 2 


e 


And ſtops the Channels of the Veins; 


1 * — - 4. 
FRY . 
— 8 


* 


Initatitns of Horace. ws MW 


III. 
* 
po . 


While I 1 was walking in my Grcove,. 
And all my. Thoughts employ'd on Love, 
Unbent from Cares. I went along, | 
Nothing but Celia. was my. Song; 

Then I unarm'd of all, beſide, ' 

That ſacred Name a Wolf eſpy'd. 


IV: 
Greater than thoſe: which Africk yields; 
Or howl in warlike Daznia's Fields-; - 
He fiercely look'd, but ſtrait became 
Diſarm'd himſelf at Cælia's Name; 


He fled ; for Beaſts adore the Shriſe 
Where ſuch a Goddeſs dwells as mine. 


— 
V: 
Place me where Summer ne'er appears, 


In all the Round-of- circling Years ; 
Where Fove deſcends in ſtormy Rains, 


Fet there my Soul-the Cold defies, 
Warm'd with the Heat of Cælia's Eyes. 


W. Or. | 


152. Initatidns of Horace, _ 


VI. 
Or place me (but with Celia) whete 
No Breezes fan the ſultry Air,, . 


I. hall not fear the Sun's: hot Beams, 
They'tl onhy but increaſe my Flames. 
With Flames (aſſiſted from above) 
I ſhall be melted all to Love. 


On the * Coatroverf y of the 
| "THUNDERING LEGION. 


in 
N ; ; 


EE . u ate e Bookſeller, 


— — — 


8 INCE Piſtou. and — their Sbaſt 
have let fly, 
To Catecbiſe Truth, and Sl an old Lye; 
Would-make Thunder, Hail, Lightning, for Mi- 
_ _ - racles paſs, 
And whoe'er Aa eddi debe an Aßz, 
The Church Cant let's reverſe then, and own 
the true Foyle, 
of 6 9 and found i in * OYLE: 


I 


O 


Intations of Horace. 1 $3. 
2 nal if Hon ACE 's 
D Ni ves, &c; 


; 5h | 


TH E Snow is gone, again the Ground; 


Again the Trees with chearful Green a are 
crown'd, 
Again their antientBanks decreafingRiversbound- 
The Nymphs who haunt the lofty Woods, 
Or bathe themſelves in murm'ring Floods, 
In Dances with the Graces join; | 
Nor do the naked Graces fear, 
To tempt the Rigour of the Air ; | 
All Nature does in.this great-T ruth combine 


Enjoy the new Hour, for that alone is thing. 


IL. 


The circling Seaſons of the Year- 
A fix'd Succefſion know; 

The. Winter to the Spring gives Way, 

Nor long delightful Spring can ſtay, 8 

And fruitful Summer does decay. 


Next 


154 Nitatians of Horace: 
Next bounteous Autumn does his Wealth beſtow, 
Laſt Winter crowa'd with Snow, 
The moft nnwetcome and ſevere, 
The waining Moons their leſſen'd Horns reſtore, 
But Man once diſappears, and comes no more, 
For could ua. Piety or Pray 'rs, 
One Moment add to his determin'd Years. 
Could Strength. preſerve unconquer'd Tull? 
Breath? | 

Could wealthy Azczs bribe impartial Death! 
Who now in dull Security i iS laid, Br 
Or W Aſhes in a wand' ring Shade. 


Fr: 


To Morrow you expect in vain, | 
And thence would future Pleaſures date; 
Who knows, my Friend, if there remain. 
To. Morrow in the Stores-of Fate. 
What on yourſelf you do beftow, 
You from your greedy Heir will fave, 
This melancholy Fruth too ſoon you'll know, 
That nor your Strength, nor noble Race, 
Nor ſprightly Wit, nor winning Grace, 
35 Will e'er retrieve you from the Grave, 
Nor Thee Hippolitus, ' Diana's Care, 
Cou'd e' er reſtore to breathe celeſtial Air; 
And Tbeſeas Strength was try'd in vain, 
To break Piriibon Adamantine Chain. 


A_SONG. 


Earl of Dorſet"'s Song. 15 


By the late Earl of Doxskr. 


Never before printed. 
I. 


0RYD O N beneath a Willow, 
By a murm'ring Current laid, 
His Arm reclin'd, the Lover's Pillow, 
Thus addreſs'd the charming Maid. 


II. 


U! my SACHARISSA tell, 

How could Nature take Delight, 
Ihat a Heart ſo hard ſhould dwell, 
laa Frame ſo ſoft and white. 


| III. Could 


1736 Earl of Dotle?s Song 


m. 


Could you feel but half the Anguiſh, 

HFalf the Tortures that I bear, 
How for you I daily languiſh, 

' You'd be kind as you are fair. 


IV. 


See the Fire that in me reigns, 

O! behold a bufning Man, 

Think I feel my dying Pains, 
And be cruel if you can. 


V. 


With her Conqueſt pleas'd, the Dame 


| Cry'd, with an inſulting Look, 


Ves, I fain would quench your Flame: 
She ſpoke, and pointed to the Brock. 


THE 


Temple of Venus. 


In Five CAN TOS. 
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LON D ON. 
Printed in the Ys a, 1727; 
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CAN TO I. 


AV, Maija's "oY by whoſe 

, Intriguing Aid, | 

| Amphitryon' » Wife met Jove 

in Maſquerade, 

| Whence Moderns have at - 
tain'd ſuch powꝰ'rful Art, 

To lure the wiſe, and pleaſe 
the chaſteſt Heart, 


GROW old inPleaſures which ſhe long enjoy d, 
Sempronia all her Wit and Thoughts employ'd, 
RA Ho vr 


- 41, 64% 437 a 4 * 


x66 The Temple of Venus: 
How to revive her Charms, and Bliſs attain; 
Tho' fled her Beauty, her Deſires remain. 


Anxious, on various Schemes. ſhe turn'd _ 


| Mind, 

Vet to her Grief ſhe no Redreſs could find, 
When Age deforms the Parts we moſt adore, 
The Mortal then is Idoliz'd no more! 

No more their Adoration Lovers pay! 
Cupid retracts his Ducts when Charms de- 
CAY.z 

Now are they ſhot no more from hx wee b 
Eyes, 

Nor dapper E—y for E- dies; - 

Er to Porters now muſt have Recourſe, 

And even witty M— to them, or worſe. 

In vain to Op'ras, Plays, Afſemble&s, Court, 

Matrons, with Age n for Bliſs re- 
ſort. 

Unhurt the Eye may view a dying Blaze, 

On. ſetting Luſtre we ſecurely bra. 


Sucn racking Thooghts Sempronia now Op» | 


preſt, > 
(For oft ſach Thoughts ſat brooding i in her 
Breaſt) 


Not Citron Water could her Cares appeaſe, 
Nor even Laudauum afford her Eaſe; | 
By whoſe Aſſiſtance, long ſhe ſought to cloſe _ 


Her Eyes (ſo killing once) with ſoft Repoſe. 
While 


And thus- to Beauty's- Queen diſclogd her. 


While Slumber to her Eaſe Deſpair denies, 
Diſtracted, raging, and alone ſhe lies; 


Her wonted Joys preſent themſelves to View. 


But wonted Joys her Troubles ſtill renew. 

So when an antique Beau his Face ſurveys; 

He calls to mind the Bloom of former 
Days, 

Meagre Decay upbraids his gazing Eyes, 

Freſh Grief to former Wrinkles add Sup» 

plies. 

What Remedy is left:but- from above ?: 

The laſt Reſort of Wretches is to Fove! 

When Barriſters are grown too old to-cheat;. 


| They willingly of Juſtice mount the Seat, 
dtates- men, in Buſineſs fonte, become de- 


vout, 
and Aldermen grow codls with the Gout; . 
Nay, dying Miſers, when no more tis given 


On Earth to hope, build. Hoſpitals for Hea - 


ven. 
This well ſhe knew, inſtructed in each Art, 
Which Plays, Spectators, an, could im- 


part, 


Heart: 


Tnovu, who to Amathas, th' Idalian Bow'r, 
Paphos, Cytherd's Ile, extend'ſt thy Pow'r, 
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162 The. Temple of Venus. 
Let Britain happy in thy Influence prove, 
And let our Iſland. be the Land of Lore; 
In bright Augaſta be a Temple rais'd, pe. 
Where thy great Name ſhall. in our AB be 
prais'd. . 
In me an old and faithful Votry ſee.;, 
Think of my former Deeds, and pity me, 


. 


We End of the Firſt Canto. WT; 


THE 


*. 


The Temple of Venus. 6 


TH E | 


Temple of VENUS. 
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OW Venus, mindful of Sempronia's 
NY Prayr,. ; | 
To her Relief came flitting thro“ the 
Air, 1 
Till. 0'er Britaunia's ſpacious Iſle ſhe came, 
Whoſe Empire, Ocean bounds, but Heav'n her 
Fame. 
ere, in the great Metropolis ſhe ſtay'd; 
; te Seat of Empire, and the Source of Trade. 


FiRST 
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Flksr flew the Goddeſs to. a lately Pite * — 
At once, the Bane, and Glory, of our Iſle; 
Where diff rent Nations meet to vend their 
Wares, 


Improve their Fortunes, and increaſe their Cares; 


And here, with Wonder often we behold, 


Our Peers, and garter'd Knights, for Sake of 


Gold 


Turn Brokets; and forgetting Rank and Fame, 
Thus ſhew the m—_—_ Race. from whence they. 


came. 


AND next the Goddeſs with an airy F light, 
Reach'd a great Building of ſtupendous Height, . 
Rais'd with Proportion, Majeſty, and Art, 

With all the Charms agree Rules impart.. 


Tux Beauty's Goddeſs from the Fane. with- 
drew, 
And to a Place more throng'd, leſs ſacred 
fle w. 
There ſhe beheld, with ſecret Grief; the Street, 
Where the-poor Vor'cies of her Godhead meet, 
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The Temple of Venus. 165 
dome, who but now, in Chariots ſhone ſo fine, 
Plying for Bread, or bart'ring Joys for Wine; 
Whilſt others, who ſold Oranges of late, 7 
(Such is the lov'd Inconſtancy of Fate) 8 
Are clad in rich Brocade, and ſerv'd in Plate. 


AND next the Queen of Love approach's the 
Court, 
Where ſome for Wealth, and ſome for Pow*r 
reſort, 
Few for their Country or their Monarch's Cauſe, 
Tho? all pretend his Honour, and her Laws. 


| Here, ſoon as Heſperus reſumes his Poſt; 


Of beauteous Nymphs attend a num'tous Hoſt; 
The Helens of the Age, bright, ſparkle here, 
Like dazling Comets in the Hemiſphere. 

With mildeſt Aſpe& to Britanna's Ifle : 

ind who can be unhappy when they ſmile? 
holton, for ever young, we (till admire, 

And blooming Dover ſets the World on Fire; 
There ſee fair Annandale her Charms diſplay, 
With Fare reſiſtleſs as the God of Day: 

Whilſt all the Veſtals of the Royal Train, 
Port it like Nazads in the Azure Main. 


Nick lives *Tegellins, whom. the Fair ad- 
mire, | 


Himſelf an Antidote to ſoft Deſire ; 


1 


— 
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Yet with peculiar Talent he can charm, 
The Beaus with Play, the Belles by Mufick 
warm; 
Alike to Strings and Cards he Motion gives, 
By thoſe he pleaſes, and by theſe he lives: 
To him, the Goddeſs, Parent of Mankind, 
Her Deity in Human Shape confin'd, 
Whilſt balmy Sleep his hideous Eyelids preſt, 
Appeai'd in Form a Nymph, and thus addreſsd- 
+ Mortal, to whom my Votaries reſort, 
And in bright Circles throng the ſpacious 
Court,. 
& Thee have I choſen firſt of- all the Train, 


cc Who OWNn my Empire, bear my Capid's Chain, + 


« Todeditate a Fempleto my Powt, 
« Where Kings ſhall bow, and Pr inceſſes adore; 


& Where, as in Paphos, Venus ſhall be known, | 


And, as in Cypras, here aſcend a Throne. 
+ Haſte now, to Hermes Temple bend your 
Way, 
« (Call'd White's by Mortals) where, inteni 
on Play, 
“ Fops throw theit Money and their Time 
awiy, | 


Till fleec'd at length, unwilling they retire, 


& Curſe their ill Fate, and Want of Senſe ad- 
mire, 
4 Repeating Curſes, Oaths, and Vows in vain, 


. For ſoon as. Gold returns, they'll play again, 
[14 Here 


0, 
re 


| © Theſe are the Arms which Penn” Champ 
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« Here ſeek out * Nevins, and to him deelare, 
« My Heav'oly Will, and He'll your Labours 
_ 
« Let him (in Arts and Sciences ſo Hd) 
« Employ his Fancy, and his Schemes to build 
A Temple to my Pow'r, like Bleinheim 

fram'd, 

« Great as his Learning, as his Virtue fan's! 
« To Heav'n aſpiring he the Roof muſt rear, J 


And Doves and Cupids muſt emblazo 
there, 


ons bear. 


« My Vot'ries, to no a Garb confin'd, 
May fuit the various Habits of their Mind; 
« For Wit and Humour by our Dreſs is ſeen, 
«4 As Wiſdom is diſcover'd by the Mien: 

« But leſt dire Jealouſy his Thoughts employ, 
« (Conſcious of Weakneſs) to diſturb my Joy, 
« Or ſome proud Nymph, with Charms ſupe- 

rior bleſt, 

Monopolize the Bliſs of all the reſt, 
„Know I ordain=See you my Will obey'd—= 
That ev'ry Matron, ev'ry blooming Maid, 
Alike their Beauties and their Faults conceal, 
* Diſguiſe their Perſons, Love alone reveal. 


__ a — —— — 


Sir John Vanbrugh. 


6 Thus 
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« Thus unmoleſted ev'ry Nymph may find 
8 A Willing pleaſing Lover to her en | 


Tms nid, the Goddeſs to his Sight wal 
As from /Exeas once on Africk's Coaſt; 
Around her as She went her Treſſes pres 
Ambroſial Odours from her golden Head; 
Her roſy Neck appear'd, and flowing Veſt 
Her Mien Divine the Deity confoll,” | 


The End of the Second CANTO: 
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CANTO IIL 


. 


. EAN Time Aurora leaves Ti- 


thonus Bed, 


Apollo's Beams adorn the Eaſt 


with red; 


Canidia from her nightly Tack 


retires, 


And deep-mouth'd Beagles rouze their ſleep / 
Squires; | | 

Coachmen reſume their Stand at Temple Gate; 
And Nevins, reeling Home, repin'd at Fate, 
Q From 


VoI. III. 
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From Hermes Fane the drunken Poet came, 
Curſing ill Stars, tho' he himſelf's to blame, 
In that known Street where loaded Carts re- 
pair, 
Swains ſell their Hay, and N ymphs their ſragrant 
"Wars, . - 
"There ſtands a Dome on ſpacious Arches rear d, 
By Belles frequented, and by Beaus rever'd; 
Here this judicious Audience often meet, 
Sound they prefer to Senſe, and Songs to 
| Wit, 
Whilſt jingling Nonſenſe makes the Scene 
_ compleat. 
Thither He went to ſooth his anxious Thought, 
With Sight of Wonders which himſelf had 
wrought ; 


Not skilful Children, when with Cards they 


raiſe 

A tow'ring Building, with more Pleaſure gaze; 
Admire it's Structure, and obſerve with Joy, 
The loud Applauſe of each ſurrounding Boy. 

_Haſting with Speed, impatient to review, 
The inner Beauties, which He only knew, 
Forms unperceiv'd before to Sight ariſe, 
And Objects, more than Human, ſtrike his Eyes; 


His artful Hands, bowing his learned Head 
And, grown devout by Terror, thus He 
ſaid. * 


Aw'd by a Deity for once, he ſpread ; 


—— 


See Switt's Miſceilanies. 
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The Deity of Muſick, Wit, or Love, 


Hence Dennis, and ſuch Zoili's, accu, 
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O! heav*aly Being, for of human Race, 
None e'er appear with ſuch celeſtial Grace, 
Whoe'er thou art, if Cloud compelling Jove, 


Declare, propitious God, what ſacred Pow'c 
I here ſurvey, and whom I now adore. 


SMILING—the God TO Majia's Son 
you bow, | 
To whom all Arts and Sciences you owe: 
My Aid, unſought, Mortals in vain pretend 
In any Art or Science to tranſcend ; 


Damn the beſt Poems, and contrive the worſt, * 

p z to Wit and Eloquence aſpires, 

And mimick Cibber to Poetick Fires; 

So C—y for Common Sexſecomtends, 

And Balaam's Aſs ſtill brays at Foes and 
Friends, 

B—», who Wren” 8 great Place ſupply'd © 
in vain, | 
Preſum'd to mend the awful Senate's Fane, 
And had not Gods, who ſtopp'd th' impending 

Blow, ; 
Of Treaſon once preſerv'd from Folly too, 


—— 


„„ 
Q 2. | Thoſe- 
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Thoſe ſacred Walls they'd witneſs now no 
more 

Iſi—ay's great Judgment, and perſuaſive Pow r, 

Who skill'd no leſs in Building than in Laws, 

In both, with flighteſt View, diſcerns | the 
Flaws: 

Not with like Science Palaces you raiſe, 

Draw Plans, emblazon Coats, or ſcribble Plays, 

Tho? the Profeſſor of theſe ſeveral Arts, 

Approv'd by Dazcheſſes for Wit and Parts, 

You're ne'er applauded by the learned Tribe, 

Whom not Her Grace's Patronage could bribe 

To own you read in Heraldry, or skill'd 

In Arts of Poetry, or Rules to build; 

But if from me devoutly you implore 

Thoſe Arts, you now aſſume without my 
Pow'r; 

Then ſhall your Fame like Wren' s or Anſtis 
riſe, 

Or like harmonious Prior's conch the Skies. 


T REN thus great Nevia.— with b 
Bow —— 
O Meſſenger of Fove ! May Mortals know 
The Springs and Motives of this great Delign, 
What Cauſe ſo great to claim your Art Di- 
vine ? 
When thus the Verger, who the Ghoſt con- 
trouls, 
And drives to Plates Realms their ſtubborn 


Souls, _ 
| at 


> ASP OUTTA) 2 
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What Cauſe, O Nevins, but all pow'r rful 
Love! 8 


That makes Immortals quit their Seats above? 


This little God commands Almighty Jobe. 
How oft the Thund'rer has for Him alone, 
Left high Ohympas, and his heav'nly Throne; 
How oft my Sire has fent his Hermes down 
To Earth, for Love, by antient Bards is ſhown. - 
Now for my lov'd Tigellizs” Sake I come, 


To make his Houſe of Vice a ſacred 2 | 


To Veuuf Rites, where all the Britiſ Fair 
Renown'd for Wit or Beauty ſhall repair, 


anne cherDerotionntere g 


ExTENDED long and wide the Walls od be. 
Stor'd with the Gifts of Nyſa's Deity; 
Ceres, Pomona too, mult their's beſtow, | 
From thoſe the moſt enliv'ning Raptures flow. 
With od'rous. Spices let the Boards be crown'd, 
And Meats for height'ning Extaſy renown'd. . 
On Hermes Altar there let Dice be laid, —_— 
Here Inſtruments invoke Apolle's Aid, E 
Wine, Play, or Muſick wins the 1 

Maid. 

But each of theſe the Papbian Rites improve, 
They all aſſiſt the Deities of Love. 
With fragrant Tapers let this Temple flame, 
But not till Sol deſcends the Feaſt proclaim ; 
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He ſhines on all Things with too clear. Aa 15 
And Venus, Rites forbid the prying Day: 
When paler Phæbe, veil'd with ſable Night, | 
Like a coy Virgin gives a feebler Light, 
| Securely then her Myſteries are ſhown, } N 
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Sinners and Saints alike her Godhead own, 
And Atheiſts bow who worſhip Her alone. 
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to White's reſort, 

Soldiers and Lords to pay De- 
voirs at Court, 

When to buy Stock the cunning 
Few repairs, 

And antient Ladies to St. Fames's Pray'rs; 

"Twixt Hope and Fear Tigellius then awoke, 

And thus himſelf in foreign Words beſpoke.— 


WHAT 


f 19 


. 


Wuar means this Viſion hoy” ring, 00 em 
By Champaign 8, ibu Juice, or Bourden 
re 

Vet ſure, aſcending upwards to the Skies; 

I ſaw an Heav'nly Object hence ariſe: 

Freſh in my Mind her ſacred Words I bear 

(And Gods by Viſions oft their Will declare) 

To raiſe this Temple to the Cyprian Fair, 

By Aid from Nevins ſought I much deſpair ; 

Mortal or God none values he or fears, 

Himſelf the Deity which he reveres: 

How then can I who yet indebted ſtand, 

Hope He will hearken to this great Command, 

By Me deliver'd? No, He'll ne'er obey, 

But to the Winds my fruitleſs Words convey; 

So Rites unpaid to Love's Divinity, 


Shall bring down Vengeance on my Race and 


me; 
Or to neglect is dangerous, or purſue, 
From this, will Ruin; that, Revenge enſue. 


Tavs oft Tigellius in his Mind revolv'd, 
Now this imagin'd, and now that reſoly'd ; 
As ling? ring Travellers by Night o'erta'en, 
On ſome black Mountain, or a Deſart Plain, 
Fearful of Dangers, doubtful of their Way, 
To move not daring, yet afraid to ſtay, 


>S> = > 


my 
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To Guardian Deities prefer their Pray'rs, 


Who guide their wand'ring Steps, and eaſe their 
Cares: F 

So He to Hermes, whom his Tribe adore, 

(Gameſters and Pimps from him derive their 
Po w'i) 

Did thus prefer his Pray” r, and thus his Aid, 

implore. | 

O God! from Jove and beauteous Maija 

ſprung, 

Ever aſſiſting to the Fair and young. 


| A conſtant Fav'rer of the Papbian Throne, 


Who turn'd a Sea for the Cauſe I own; 

If e'er an Aſſignation I procut'd, 

Or to his Grace the Abigail allur'd, 

Amus'd Sir Thomas with a . Game, 

Whilſt Lady y fann'd her Lover's Flame; 

If eier by Operas I ſought to pleaſe 

Thy Vot'ries —— Now deſcend, my Griefs 
t' appeaſe, 


Tuus pray'd the Suppliant— Him Cyllenins 
_ hears, 
And in Tigellius' horrid Form appears; 
Meagre his Looks, his Eye-balls funk below, 


A large projecting Front, and gloomy Brow, 


With ſhuffling Gate, he enter'd his Abode, 
And in a Taylor's Mien conceal'd a God. 


SCAR'D 
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SCAR'D at the Sight, cold Horror chill'd hig Whe 
Veins, 

And ſcarce from Flying be his Steps refratas ; Nor 

As when by Moon-lighr, wand'ring o'er the The 


Glade, | Witl 

'The Hind i is frighted at his doubtful Shade. o 

vou 

To Him the God What means ; Tigellias Shal 
Fear? To 

In your own Form, See, Maija's Son is here, 

Obſerve each Feature, every Limb explore, I Eacl 


You'll find me all your ſelf, no Mark of And 


heav'nly Pow'r. You 
Eo Anc 

As from Enceladus, in Fleaks of Smoak, P. 
Thro' Ætua's Caverns, gloomy Accents broke; wr 
it 


So from Tigellius Mouth in Fumes ariſe, 
Such nii'rous Vapours, tending to the Skies; 
Wich Fires as raging too, his Boſom glows, 
While tacit to the God his Grief he ſhows. 


Thus Mercury Now ceaſe your anxious 

Que, 
Nor look more horrible, by black Deſpair ; 
Venus Commands, and all your Fears I know, 
For late I met her on Ohmpus' Brow. 
Near the great Entrance of the bleſs'd Abodes, 
Which leads to heav'nly Manſions of the 
| Gods, | 

She 


Ig 


15 
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5he told me, ſmiling, of a ſacred Dome - 

Where Britiſp Nymphs and Swains ſhould Sup- 
pliants come; 

Nor come in vain, for thither mould repair, 


The Voung, the Gay, the Witty, and the F air: 


With eager Haſte I left the Cyprian Dame, 
To raiſe for you, my Son, immortal Fame; 


You, my chief Fav'rite of the Pimping Trains 


Shal! have the Glory of this darling Fane: . 

To Earth I came, and ſummon'd to my 
Aid, 

Each aſeful Artiſt of the Building Trade, 

And Nevixs too amongſt the reſt obey'd, 

Your Form to Them, my Own to him appears, 

And he becomes religious by his Fears. 


PLEAS'D with the Change, I bid him ſtraight. 


repair, 
With utmoſt Beauty, Ornament, and Care, 


The wond'rous Pile, his own bright Fancy 
rais'd ; 

For which his Building Genius much is prais'd. 

Now are his Workmen buſied in their Toil, 

Like active Bees in Hybla's flow'ry Soil; 

One ſhapes the Fir, another moves a Scene, 

A third on Canvaſs paints the Cyprian Queen : 

Thele hide the Failings of the knotty Board, 


With the bright Gifts which Opbir*s Realms 


afford. 
Here Beaus and Belles by Aſſignation meet, 


To ſhew new Cloaths, and former Vows re- 
peat. 


Soon 
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Soon you ſhall ſee th* Opera's ſpacious Round, 

(For beauteous Nymphs and ſhining Stars re- 

' nown'd) 

At my Command their wonted Uſe refign, 

And Seats of Monarchs made Boufets for 
Wine: 

Where the grim Lyoneſs Hydaſpes ſought, 

Shall Fights leſs dire, more natural, be fought. 

Where P——4's Marguaretta tun'd her Throat 

Shall Love be whiſper'd in a ſofter Note: 

Where Latian Nymphs compos'd a tuneful 
Choir, 

With Swains that e'en to Female Arts ara 

Youths capable of Bliſs ſhall fan their am'rous 
Fire. 


The End of the Fourth CAN To. 
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WAs now the Hour when buſy 
5 States: men dine, 


liticks in Wine; 


by prepare, 
And ſtroling Damſels take Se. James's Air. 


Sempronia, then reviv'd by ſweet Repoſe, 
Which Venus gave, from pleaſing Slumbers 


roſe; 


E Vor. III. R The 


And drown their Cares and Po- 
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The dear Remembrance of the Viſions paſt, 
Increas'd her Appetite thoſe Joys to taſte. 


| Furr, in her View the blooming Youth 
Appears, 
Now Joy occaſions, now produces Tears; : 
| Tt? imagin'd Scenes ſtill in her Fancy move, 
And make her Boſom feel the Pangs of Love; 
When thus to her Ceramia—Oh ! what Bliſs, 
What Extacy imagin'd Pleaſure is ? 
Methought laſt Night—But oh ! what Words 
can tell, 
The pleaſing Tranſports that in Fancy dwell? 
Fancy! ſole Giver of untainted Joy, 
Whoſe Pleaſures never ceaſe, or ever cloy; 
By thee ſupported, Poets ſtarve on Fame, 
Heroes reſign their Safety for a Name, 
And Lovers ſtill ſurvive amidſt lt ſurrounding 


Flame, 


Sur fpoke — and 10 TigeMins Form 4 


pear'd, 


And told her what before in Dreams ſhe heard; 


Told what the Goddeſs and the God had 
me, - _- | | 
Deſcrib*'d the Temple finiſh'd by their Aid, 
Vowing ſhe ſhould be bleſt as when a Maid. 


Fix 
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E'Ex now (ſaid he) that monſtrous Nymph 
who flies, 
O'er Earth and Seas, reporting Truth and 
11 

Has ſummon'd Fn Vot'ries to her Deg 
Who all moſt willingly prepare to come, 
In Robes of various Shape, and various Hue, 
The Tyrian Scarlet, and the Azure blue; 
With all the Colours which the Sky diſplays, 


When her arch'd Bow is deck'd by Phabusy 


Rays. 


Hk ſpoke, and more her am'tous Soul to 
move, 
Convey'd the Matron to the Houſe of Lane: . 
Where ſee the Young and Old promiſenons 
join! 
In gay Attire the wrinkled Matrons ſhine. 
See old Canidia ſeize the ſprightly Boy, 
And lure the Stripling to her aukward Joy ; 
Auk ward indeed, for ſhe in vain mult ſtrive - 
To act thoſe Pleaſures, ſcarcely half alive. 
Next view old Martius Cantilena preſs, 
While tempting Intreſt bids the Songftreſs 
bleſs; - 
There the fair Syren gets of him the Field, 
Of him who never knew before to yield. 


„ Then 


—jßͤ— ——— 
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Then ſee Horellio, batter'd Beav, appear, 


Young in the Spring, declining with the, Year, 


Of Joys ſo eager, Fopling liv'd ſo faſt, 

Neglect of Youth made him grow old in 
Haſte ; 

There ſee him, mask'd, the young Belinds 
ſue, 

One who for Tranſports long'd, but never 
knew, 

Too eaſy, ſhe her whole Poſſeſſion gives, 

And from that Moment dies, een while ſhe 

„ 

Thus ſhe a Minute's haſty Joy to gain, 

Brings on herſelf an after Life of Pain. 


| Orr Chremes comes, his Head a Plume 
adorns, | 
Tho? ſome ſay better fitted for the Horns; 


4 Behold him there the Orange Wench addreſs, 


She, cunning, praiſes all his Air of Dreſs. 
He, ſnar'd with Flatt'ry, takes her to his 


Arms, 
Her Art obliges, while his Pocket charms. 


Six Plame comes tripping, and adores his 


Wife, 
And ſwears ſhe's made to bleſs a Man for 


Life ; 


A crue] 
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A cruel Husband he muſt ſurely be, . 
Who cannot tell to ſet a Price on Thee; 
A while they talk'd, at laſt, by low Degrees 


Cuckold each other, and each other pleaſe. 


THESE am'rous Sights Sempronia's Longing 
raiſe, | 3 
Her Round She took, ending in Capia's 
| Praife. 55 
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Damon' s Caſe and Alando 4 75 
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